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ACT.1. SCENE. I, 
A Room of State, © bY ; C 


. .: 
k The Curtain riſing ſlowly to ſoft Muſick , diſcovers Almeria i ' 
ourning, Leonora waiting in Mourning. 


After the Mufick Almeria riſes from her Chair, and 
| comes forward. : 


a> 


Alm. Ufick has Charms to footh a ſavage Beaſt, 
To foften Rocks, -or bend a knotted Oak, -- 
I've read, that things inanimate have mov'd;'* *.? 

And as with living Souls, have been in:orm'd, 2356 

By Magick Numbers, - and perſuaſive Sound. 
What then am I : Am I more ſenſeleſs grown 

Than Trees, or Flint ? -O Force of conſtant Woe! 

"Tis not in Harmony to calm my Griefs. 


Anſelmo ſleeps, and is at Peace; laſt Night, 


F « \ , 
_ 


The ſilent Tomb receiv'd the good old King ;. TN ; 
He and his Sorrows now are ately lodg'd \ 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable Boſom. | "PD 


Why am-not I at Prace? [Weeps, 
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Leon. Fo 008 
Your Griefs. ks no Cajſc 
| © Alm; Peace -NoCauſe! yes, there is Eternal Cauſe, 
And Miſery Eternal will ſucceed. 
Thot canſt not tell——thou haſt indeed no Cauſe, 
Leo. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anſelmo, 
And always did compaſſionate his Fortune ; 
Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly | 
YourFather kept in Chains, his Fellow-King : 
'.» And oft at Night, when all have been rctir'd, 
Have ſtoll'n | a9 Bed, and to his Priſon crept : 
Where, while his Gaoler ſlept, I thro' the Grate 
Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and enquir'd his Health ; 
- Sent in my Sighs and Pray 'ss for his Deliv'rance 
For Sighs and Pray'rs were all that | could offer. 
Alm. Indeed thou haſt-a ſoit and gentle Nature, 
That thus couldft melt co fee a Stranger's Wrongs. 
_ O Leonora, hadſt thou known A4nſelnto, 
How would thy Heart have bled to ſee his Suft rings, 
Thou hadit no cauſe, but general Compailion, 
Leo. My Love of you, my Royal Miſtreſs, gave me Cauſe, 
EF My Loveof yowbegot my Griet tor him, To 
_- For Thad heard, that when rhe Chance. of War, 
Had ble(s'd 4»/e/mo's Arms with Victory, 
And the rich Spoil of all the Field, and you »- 
* The Glory of the whole, were made the Prey 
Of his Succeſs; that then, in ſpight of Hate, 
Revenge, and that Hereditary keud 
Entail'd between Yalentia's and Granada's Kings ; 
He did endear himſelf to your Aﬀection, 
By all the worthy. andindulgent ways, 
” His moft induſtrious Goodneſs cou'd invent ;. . 
Propoſing by a Matc{r between Alphonſo. | 
His Son, the brave Yaſextia-Prince;. and you, 
 Toend the long Diſſention, and unite 
The Jarring Crows. 
Alm. Q Alphbanſo, Aiphonſo !-thou art too 
At Peace; Fatker and Son-are now, nd more 


. \ 


MFonrning Bride. © 


kegdear Madam, moderate 


me - 
EP 
* 


'F lice 


= . 


The Mourning « Bride. 


Then why am I? O when ſhallI have Reſt ? 
Why dol live to fay you are na mort? 
' Why are all theſe things thus ? 
. Is there neceſſity I muſt be Miſerable ? 
Is it of Moment to the Peace of Heav'n 
That I ſhould be afflicted thus ? if-not, 
: Why is it thus contriv'd ? Why are all things laid 
By ſome unſeen Hand, fo, as of conſequence 
Taey muſt to me bring Curſes, Griet of Heart, 
The laſt Diſtreſs of Lite, and ſure Deſpair. 
Leo. Alas you ſearch too far, and think to deeply. 
Alm. Why was I carried to Anſelmo s Court ? 
Or, when there, why was I us'd.fo tenderly? 
Why did he not uſe me likean Enemy? , 
For ſo my Father would have us'd his Child. 
O Alphonſo, Alphonſo! | 
Devouring Seas have waſh'd thee from my ſight, 
Bur there's no time ſhall raſe thee from my Memory. 
No, I will live to be thy Monument ; 
The cruel Ocean would deprive thee of a Tomb, 
But in my Heart thou art inter'd, there, there, 
Thy dear Reſemblance is for ever-fixt ; 
My Love, my Lord, my Husband ill, though loſt, 
Lee. Husband! O Heav'ns! 
Alm, What have ſaid? 
My Grief has hurry'd me beyond all Thought. 
I would have kept that ſecret ; thoughl knew 
Thy Love and Faith to me, deſerve all Confidence, 
But *tis the Wretches Comfort ſtill to have 
Some ſmall reſerve of near and inward Woe, 
Some unſuſpeted hoard of darling Grief, ; 
Which they unſeen, may wail, and Weep, and Mourn, _ 
And Glutton-like alone devour. 

Leo. Indeed I knew not this. 

Alm. O no, thou know'ſt not half—thou know ' coting— | 
———[f thou <bdſt ! [ q) | 
Tf I ſhould not tell thee, wouldſt thou pity me ? 
Tellme? I know thou wouldft, thou art compaiiionate. 
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Leo. Witneſs theſe Tears-— — 
Alm, Ithank thee —indeed I do —— 
F thank thee, that thou'lt pity thy ſad Miſtreſs; 
ng the poor Prerogative of Greatneſs, 
.To etched and unpitied 
, But I did promiſe I would te!l thee—— What ? 
My Griets ? Thou doſt already know 'em : 
And when I faid thou didſt know nothing, 
It was becauſe thou didſt not now A/phonſo : 
For to have known my Loſs, thou mu have known 
His Worth, kis Truth, and Tenderneſs of Love. 
Zeo. The Memory of that brave Prince itands fair 
Io all Report——— | 
And I have heard imperfectly his Loſs ; 
- But _—_ to _ your troubles paſt, | 
I never did preſume to ask the Story. 4 X60 
Atm, Ifjor my ſwelling Heart I Anh au thee. 
F was a welcome. Captive un Valentia, 
Ev'n onfſic Day wheu Manuel, my Father, 
Led onwis conquiring Troops, high as the Gates 
Ot King A»/elmo's Palace; which in Rage 
And Heat of War, and dire Revenge, be fir'd. 
Whilſt the good King, to ſhun approaching Flames, 
Started amidſt his Foes, and made Captivity his Retuge:;. 
Would I had periſh'd in thoſe flumes —— | 
But *twas not ſo decreed. 
Alphonſo, who foreſaw my Father's Cruelty, 
Had-born the-Queen and me, on board a Ship 
Ready to Sail, and when this News was brougt,. 
We put to Sea ; but being betray'd by ſome 
Who knew our Flight, we cloſely were purſu'd,. 
And almoſt taken ; when a ſadden Storm, 
Droye us and thoſe that follow'd, on the Coaſt 
Of Africk : There our Veſſel ſtruck the Shore, ? 
"Aid bulging 'gainſt a Rock, was dalh'd in pieces, 
But Heaven ſpared me for yet more Affliction! | 
- Condutting them who follow'd, us to ſhun 
The Shoal; and fave me floating on the Waves,, 
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The Mourning Bride. . 
While the good Queen and my A/phonſo periſh'd. 
Leo. Alas! were you then wedded to 4/phonſo ? 
- Alm, "That Day, that fatal Day, our Hands were joyn'd : 
For when.my Lord behcl4 che Ship purſuing, . | 
And faw her Rate ſo far exceeding ours; 
He came to me, and beg'd me by my love, 
I would conſent the Prieſt might make us one; 
That whether Death, or Victory enſu'd, 
I might be his, beyond the Power of future Fate : 
The Queen too, dicſt aſſiſt his Suit——T granted, 
And in one day, was wedded, and a Widow. 
Leo. Indeed 'twas mournful—— 
Alm, 'Twas that, 
For which, -F mourn, and will for ever mourn; 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal Robes, 
Or cver dry thele ſwoll'n, and watry Eyes; _ '# 
Or, ever taite content, or peace of Heart, | 
While I have Life, or Memory of my Alphonſo. 
Leo. Look down good Heay'n, with Pity on her Sorrows 
And grant, that time may bring her ſome Relief. | 
- Alm, Ono! Time gives Encreafe to my Afﬀitions. 
The circling Hours, that gather all the Woes, 
Which are diffus'd thro' the revolving Year, 
Come, heavy-laden with the db Weight 
To me z with me, ſucceſſively, they leave 
The Sighs, the Tears, the Groans, the reſtleſs Cares; 
And all the Damps of Grief, that did retard their Flight ; 
They ſhake their downy Wings, and ſeatter all 
' The dire colle&ted Dews, on my poor Head; 
Then fly with Joy and Swiftneſs trom me. | 
Les, Heark | | 22: 
The diſtance Shouts, proclaim your Fathers Triumph; Þ- 
E [Shouts at” 
O ceaſe, for Heaven's Sake, aſlwage a little, E 
This Torrent of your Grief ; for, much I fear 
Ic will inceſe him, thus to ſee you drown'd _ 
_ la Tears, when Joy appears in every other Face. 
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Wd © The Mourning Bride. 
Alm. And Joy he brings to every other Heert, - 
But double, double Weight of Woe to mine; 
For with Him Gracia comes — Gracia, to whom 
I muſt be facrific'd, and all the Faith 
And Vows I gave my dear Alphonſo, baſely 
Violated 
No, It ſhall never be; for I will die firſt, 
Die ten thouſand Deaths ——Look down, Look down [#xcels. 
Alphonſo, hear the Sacred Vow I make; | 
Leave tor a Moment to behold Eternal Bliſs, 
And bend thy Glorious Eyes to Earth and me ; 
And thou Anſelmo, if yet thou art arriv'd 
, Thro' all Impedements, of purging Fire, 
' To that bright Heav'n, where my A/phoyſo reigns, 
Behold thou alſo, and attend my Vow. 
If ever I doyield, or give conient, 
By any. Aftion, Word or Thought, to wed 
Another Lord ; may then juſt Heav'n ſhow'r down 
Unheard-of Curies on me, greater far 
Cf ſuch there be in angry Heav'ns Vengeance) | 
Than any I have yet endur'd ——and now { Riſing. 
Methinks my Heart has ſome Reliet ; Having 
Dilcharg'd this Debt, incumbent on my Love. 
Yet, one Thing more, I would engage trom thee. 
Leo. My Hcart, my Life and W4ll, are only yours, 
Alm. I thank thee. . *Tis but this ; anon, when all 
Are bufied in the General Joy,. that thou 
Wilt privately with me, : -_ 
Steal torth, and viſit. good Anſelmo's Tomb. 
Leon. Alas! I fear ſome fatal Reſolution. 
Alm. Noon my Life, my Faith, I mean no Violence. 
I feel I'm more at large, 
Since I have made this Vow : 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more foiemaly. 
*Tis that, or ſome ſuch Melancholy Thought, 
Apon my Word no more. 
Leon. I will attend you, 


En. 


The Monrrning Bride: 
Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. T he Lord Goyſalez comes to tell your Highneſs 
- Ot the Kings approach. + 


Alm, Condutt him in. Exit Alon; 


That's his Pretence, I know his Errand is 

To fill my Ears, with Gracia's valiant Deeds; _ 
And with his Artful Tongue, to glide and magnifie 
His Sons Exploits. ; 

But I am arm'd with Ice around my Heart, | 
Not to be warm'd with Words, nor idle Eloquence. 


Enter Gonſalez.  [Bowing very Humbly. 


Gonſ. Be every Day of your long Life like this. 
The Sun, bright Conqueſt, and your brighter Eyes, 
Have all confpir'd to blaze promiſcuous Light, 

And bleſs this day with moſt unequal Luſtre. 

Your Royal Father my Vi&torious Lord, 

Loaden with Spoils, and ever-living Laurel, 

Is entring now in Martial Pomp the Palace. 

Five hundred Mules, precede his ſolemn March 
Which groan beneath the Weight of Mooriſh Wealth. 
Chariots of War, adorn'd with glittering Gems, 

' Suceeed; and next, a hundred neighing Steeds, 
White as the fleecy Rain on Alpine Hills, 

That bound, and-foam, and champ the Golden Bit, 
As they diſdain'd the Vitory they grace. 

Priſoners of War in ſhining Fetters, follow ; 

And Captains of the Nobleſt Blood of 4frick, 

Sweat by his Chariot Wheel, and lick and grind 

With gnathing Teeth, the Duſt his Triumphs raiſe. +. 
The ſwarming Populace, ſpread every Wall, 

And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce 

Their Hold, thro' clifted Stones, ſtretching, and ſariog, 
As they were all of Eyes, and every Limb 

Would feed his Faculty of Admiration. | 
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- The HY np. Brade, *. 
While you alone retire, and ſhun this Sight; | 
This Sight, Which is indeed not ſeen. {tho' twice 
The Multitude ſhould gaze) 
In Abſence of your Eyes. . | 

Alm, My Lord, my Eyes ungratefully behold 
The gilded Trophies of exterior Honours, 
Nor will my Ears be charm'd with ſounding Words, 
- . Ur pompous Phraſe ; the Pageantry of Souls. 
 Butthat my Fathet is return'd in Safety, 
I bend to Heav'n with Thanks and humble Praiſe. 

Gonſ. Excellent: Princeſs! 
But 'tis a Task unfit tor my weak Age, 
With dying Words, to offer at your Praiſe, 
Gracia, my Son, your Beauties loweſt Shave, 
Has better done ; 
In proving with his Sword, upon your Foes 
The Force and Influence of your matchlctſs Charms. 

Alm. I doubt not of the Worth of Gracta's Deeds, 
Which had been brave, tho' I had n&er been born 

Leon.” Madam, the King | [ Flouriſh. 

Alm. My Women, I would meet him. \ 
| | Attendants to Almeria enter in a Mourning. 


Symphony of Warlike Muſick. Enter the King, attended by Gat- 
cia and ſeveral Officers. Files of Priſoners in Chains, and 
Guards, who are ranged in Order, round the Stage. Almeria meets 
the King and kneels: Afterwards Gonſalcz kneels and kiſſes 
the King's Hand, while Garcia does the ſame. to the Princeſs. 


King. Almeria, riſe—My beſt Gonſalet riſe. 
What Tears! my good old Friend. 

Gonf. But Tears of Joy. To-ſee youghus, has fill'd 
My Eyes with more Delight, than they can hold. | 

King. By Heav'n thou lov'ſt me, and I'm pleas'd thou do'ſt : 
Take it tor Thanks, Old Man, That I rejoice 
To ſee thee weep on this Occaſion—— But ſome 
Here are who ſeem to mourn at our Succeſs! 
How is it Aimerza, that you meet our Eyes 
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. The Mourning Bride." "9 
Upon this ſolemn Day, in theſe ſad Weeds ? i J 
'You, and yours, are all, in oppoſition 
To my Brightneſs, like Daughters of fiction. 
Alm, Forgive me, Sir, it I'oflend.” 
The Year, which I have vow'd to pay to-Heav'n, 
I. Mourning, -and ſtrict Life, for my Deliverance 
From Death, and Wreck of the tempeſtuous Sea, 
Wants yet to be expired, 
Fing. Your Zcal to Heav'n is great ; ſo is your D:bt : 
Yet ſemething too is due to me,” who gave 
That Lite, which Heav'n preſerv'd. A Day beſtow'd 
Tn Filial Duty, had aton'd and giv'n 
A Diſpenſation to your Vow—— No more. 
"Twas weak and wilful and a Woman's Errour., = 
Yet—— upon thought, it doubly wounds my fight, 
To ſee that Sable worn upon the Day 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt Foe, 
Hated A4nſeims, was interr'd By Heav'n, 
It looks as thou didſt mourn ſor him : Juſt as 
Thy ſenſeleſs Vow. appear'd to bear its Date, | 
Not from.that Hour, wherein thou wert preſerv'd, 
But that, wherein the curs'd 4/phonſo periſh'd. 
Ha! what ? thou doſt not weep to think of that ? 
Gonſ. Have patience, Royal Sir, the Princeſs weeps 
To have offended you. If Fate decreed, 
One pointed Hoyr ſhould be A/phonſo's Lols,] 
And her Deliverance; Is-ſhe to blame ? 
King. I tell the ſhe's to hlame, not to have ſeaſted 
When my firſt Foe was laid in Earth, ſuch Enmity, 
Such Dereſtation, bears by Blood to his ; . 
My Daughter ſhould have revell'd at his Death. 
She ſhould have made theſe Pallace Walls to ſhake, 
And all this high and ample Root to ring | 
With her Rejoycings. "What, to mourn, and weep , 
Then, then, to weep, and pray, and grieve? By Heav'n, 
There's not a Slave, a ſhackled Slave of mine, + 
But ſhould have ſmil'd that Hour, through all his Care, 1 3 
And ſhook his Chains in Rt - and rude Harmony. Ga : 
of. _. 
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 _ Gorſ What ſhe has done, was in exceſs of Goodneſs ; 
” Betray'd'by too much Picty, to ſeem | 
As if ſhe had offended. 

King. To feem is to commit, at this Conjuncture. 


Ft T wonnot have the ſeeming of a Sorrow ſeen 
tf Today——Rctire, diveſt your ſelf with ſpeed 


| F- Of that offenſive black ; on me be all 


The Violation of your Vow, 
You ſtand excuſed rhat I command it. 
Gar. kneeling. Your Pardon, Sir, it I preſume ſo far, 
As to remind you of your gracious Promile. . 
King. Riſe, Garcia——1 forgot. Yet ſtay, Almeria. 
Alm. O my boding Heart—— What is your Pleaſure, Sir ? 
King. Draw near, and give your hand; and, Garvia, yours :: 
Receive this Lord, as one whom [| have found - 
Worthy to be your Husband, and my Son. 
Gar. This let me kneel to take——O not to take, 
But to devote, and yield-my ſelf for ever 
The Shve and Creature of my Royal Miſtreſs, | 
Gonſ. O let me proſtrate, pay my worthleſs Thanks 
For this high Honour, | 
King. No more; my Promiſe long fince paſs'd, thy Loyalty; 
And Garcia's well-try'd Valour, all oblige me. 
This Day we Triumplt; but to Morrow's Sun 
Shall ſhine on Garcia' Nuprials. 
Alm, Oh! | [ Faints.. 
Gar. Alas, ſhe faints! help to-ſupport her. S 
Gonſ. Se recovers. 
King. A Bridal Qualm; ſoon off. How is'ty- Almeria > 
Alm. A ſudden Chilnefs ſeizes on my Spirits. 
Your Leave, Sir, to retire. 
King. Garciag Conduct her. = 
[Gatcia /zads Almeria: to the Door, and returns. 
This idle Vow hangs on her Woman's Fears. 
Fil have'a Prieſt ſhall Preach her from her Faith, 
And make it Sin, not to renounce that Vow, - | 
Which I'd ave broken. 5 [ Trumpets: 


bd 
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Enter Miao 


Ofic. The Beauteous Captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a Train, as it ſhe ſtill were Wife 


* To Albucacim ; and the Moor had Conquer'd. 


King. It is our Will ſhe ſhould be fo attended. Lal 
Bear hence theſe Priſoners. Garcia, which is he, ' | 


Of whoſe mute Valour you relate ſuch Wonders ? 


[ Priſoners led off. 
Gar. Oſmyn, who led the Mooriſh Horſe ; he does, 
Great Sir, at her Requeſt, attend on Zara. 
King. He is your Priſoner, as you pleaſe diſpoſe him. 
Gar. I would oblige him, but he ſhuns my Kindneſs; 
And with ahaughty Mien, - and ſtern Civilicy 
Dumbly declines all Offers : If he ſpeak 
'Tis ſcarce above a word: as he were born 
Alone to do, and did diſdaid to talk; 
At leaſt, to talk where he muſt not Command. 
King. Such ſullenneſs, and in a Man fo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other Cauſe than his Captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her? 
Gar. My Lord, ſhe did 
King. That join'd with his Behaviour, 
Begetsa Doubt. I'd have'em watch'd: perhaps ' 
Her Chains hang heavier on him than his own. 


Flouriſh; and Enter Zara and Ofmyn beand; conduted by Perez 
and a Guard, and attended by Selim, and ſeveral Mutes and 


Eunuchs in a Train, 


King. What Welcome, and what Honours, beauteous Zar, 
A King and Conquerour can give, are yours. 
A Conquerour indeed, where you are won ; 
Who with ſuch Luſtre, ſtrike admiring Eyes, 
That had our Pomp, been with your Preſence grac'd, 
Th' expe&ing Crowd had been deceiv'd; and ſeen 
Their Monarch enter not Triumphant, but | | 
1a Triumph led ; your Beauty's Salve. . C 2 Zary 
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Zara. If I on any Terms could condeſcend 
To like Captivity, or think thoſe Honours, 
Which Conquerours in Courteſte beitow, 
Of equal Value, with unborrow'd Rule, 
And Native Right to Arbitrary Sway; 
I might be pleas'd when I beheld'this Train 
With uſual Homage wait, But when I feel 
Theſe Bonds, Look with loathing on my ſelf; 
And ſcorn vile Slavery, tho' doubly hid 
Beneath Mock-Praiſes, and di{ſ:mbled State. 
King. Thoſe Bonds! 'twas my Command you ſhould be free : 
How durſt you, Perez, cilobey me ? mY 
Perez. Great Sir. q 
Your Orter was, ſhe ſhould not wait your Triumphz 
But at ſome diſtance follow, thus attended, - 
King. 'Tis falſe; 'twas more ; I bad ſhe ſhould be free : 
If not in Words, I bad it by my Eyes. 
Her Eyes, «did more than bid -—-tree her and hers, 
With ſpeed —— yet ſtay —— my hands alone can make 
Fit reſtitution here——- Thus, I releaſe you, 
And by releaſing you enſlave my ſelf. | | 
Zara. Favours conferr'd, tho' when unſought, deſerve: 
Acknowledgment from Noble Minds. Such Thanks 
As one hating tobe oblig'd — 
Yet hating more, Ingraxitude, can pay, 
I offer, 
King. Born to Exce}, and to Command ! 
As by tranſcendent Beauty to attract 
All Eyes, ſo by Prcheminence of Soul 
To Rule all Hearts. 
Gracia, What's he, who with contracted Brow, 
| Beholding Oſmyn as they unbind him. 
And ſullen Port, gloom downward with his Eyes ; 
At once regardleſs of his Chains, or Liberty ? 
Gar. That, Sir, is O/myn; | 
King. He anſwers well, the CharaQter you gave hun. 
Whence cones it, Valiant O/mys, that a Man 


. So greatin Arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 
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So ill can brook Captivity ; 

The common Chance of War? 

Oſm. Becauſe Captivity has robb'd me of a jult Revenge. 
King Tl underſtand not that. - 
Oſm. I would not have you. 

Z.1ra. That Gillant Moor, in Battle loſt a Friend 

Whom more than Lite he.lov'd; and the Regret, 

Of not reven;ing on his Foes, that Loſs, 

Has caus'd this Melancholy and Deſpair. . | 
King. She does excuſe him ; *tis as I ſuſpected. [77 Gonſ. 
Gonſ; That Friend may be her ſ:1t ; ſhow no Reſentment 

Of his Arrogance yet ; ſhe looks concern d. 

King. Vil have Enquiry made ; his Friend may be 

A Priſoner.” His Name? | 
Zar. Heli. 

King. Garcia, be it your Care to make that ſearch. 

- It ſhall be mine to pay Devotion here ; 

At this Fair Shrine, to lay my Laurels down, 

And raiſe Love's Altar on the Spoils of War. 

Conqueſt and Triumph, now, are mine no more ; 

Nor will I Viftory in Camps adore: 

For, ling'ring there, in long ſuſpence ſhe ſtands, 

Shifting the Prize in unreſfolving Hands : 

Unus'd to wait, I broke through her Delay, 

Fix'd her by Force, and ſnatch'd the doubtful Day. 

But late, I find, that War is but her Sport ; 

In Love the Goddeſs keeps her awtul Court: 

Fickle in Fields unſteadily ſhe flyes, 

But Rules with ſettled Sway in Zara's Eyes. [ Ex. Omnes. 


The End of the Firſt Ad. 
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. ACT.U. SCENE. I: 
Aapogfauring the Ile of a T, emple. 


Enter Gracia, Heli aud Perez. 


Gar. = Way, we're told, Oſmyz was ſeen to walk; 
Choofing this lonely Manſion ot the Dead, 
To mourn, brave #e/i. thy miſtaken Fate. 
Hel. Let Heav'n with Thunder to the Centre ſtrike me, 
 Iftoariſe in very deed from Death, | 
And to reviſit with my long:clos'd Eyes . 
This liviog Light, could to my Soul, or $enſe 
Aftord a Thought, or Glimpſe of Joy, -. 

In leaſt Proportion to the vaſt Dzligh 
| TIﬀeel, to dear of O/myn's Name ; to hear 
| That O/myn lives, and I again ſhall ſee him. 

- Gar. Unparalcll'd Fidehity ! 

T've heard with Admiratign, of your Friendſhip; 
And could with equal Joy 4nd Envy, view 
The tranſports of your Meeting. Wt" 

. Perez. Yonder, my Lord, behold the Noble Moor. 

Fel. Where? where? [78 

Gar. I ſee him not. | 

_ Per. Iſaw him when I ſpoke, thwarting my View, | 

And ſtriding with diſtemper'd Hafte: his Eyes 

Seem'd Flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a Glance; 

Then forward ſhot their Fixes, which he pyrſu'd, 

As to ſome Object frightful, yet not fear'd. 
Gar. Let's haſte to follow him, and know the Cauſe. 
Eel. My Lord, let me entreat youto forbear : 

Leave me alone, to find and cure the Cauſe. 

| J know his Melancholy, and ſuch Starts 

| 'Afreyſualto his Temper. It might raiſe him 


To 
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To a ſome Violenee upon himſelf, be A 
So to be caught in an unguarded Hour, 
And when his Soul gives all her Paſſions Way, 
Secure and looſe in tfienidly Solitude. - 
I know his Noble Heart would burſt with Shame 
To be ſurpriz'd by Strangers in its Frailty. 
Gar. Go, Gen'rous Heli, and relieve your Friend. 
Far be it from me, officiouſly to pry 
Or preſs uponthe privacies of others. 
Feel. Y'are truly Noble. [Exit. 
Gar. Perez, the King expe&s from. our return, 
To have his Jealouſie confirm'd or clear'd 
Of that appearing Love, which Zara bears 
To Oſmyn ; but ſome other Opportunity - ' 
Muſt make that plain. 7 
Per. To me 'twas long, fince plain, 
And every Look of his and hers confcfs ir. 
Gar. It ſo, Unhappineſs attends their Love, 
And I cou'd pity 'em. TI hear ſome coming, 
The Friends perhaps are met ; let us avoid em. - [Exeunt.. 


Enter Almeria, and Leonora. 


Alm. It was a fancy'd Noiſe; for all is huſh'd. 
Leo. It bore the Accent of a Humane Voice. 
Alm. It was thy Fear ; orelſe ſome tranſient Wind 
Whiſtling thro' Hollows of this vaulted Iſle. 
We'll liften— | 
Leo. Hark! | 
Alm. No, all his huſh'd} and ſtill as Death-—'Tis dreadful ! 
How rev'rend is the Face of this tall Pile, 
Whoſe antient Pillars rear their Marble Heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous Roof, 
By its own weight, made ſtedfaft, and immoveable,. | 
Looking Tranquility. Ir ſtrikes an Awe | ? 
And Terror on my aking Sight; the Tombs. 
And Monumental Caves of Death, look Cold, 
And ſhoot a Chilneſs to my tretabling Heart. * | 


— — wy -- -- 
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_ Arefalſe, or ſtill the Marble Door remains 


Give me thy Hand, and ſpeak to me, nay, ſpeak, 


: And let me hear thy Voice; 


My own aftrights me with its Echo's, 

Leon, Let us retura; the Horrour of this Place 
And Silence, will encreaſe. your Melancholy. 

Alm. It may my Fears, but cannot add to that. 
No, I will on: Shew me An/ſe/mo's Tomb, 
Lead me o'er Bones and Skulls, and moiildring Earth. 
Of Humane Bodies ; for I'll mix wich them, 
Or wind me in the Shroud of ſome pale Coarſe | 
Yet green in Eart, rather than be the Bride 
Of Garcia's more dereſted Bed. + That Thought, 
Exerts my Spirits; and, my preſent Fears 
Are loſt in dread of greater Ill. Shew me, 
Lead me, for [ am bolder grown: Lead me. 
Where I may kneel and pay my Vows again 


To him, to Heav 'n and my Alphonſo's Soul, 


Leo. I go; dut Heav 'n cantell with what Regret. | [Zxeunt. 


The Scene opening diſcovers a Place of Tombs. One Monument 
fronting the View, greater than the reſt. 
| 


Rates Heli. 


Heli. 1 wander thro' this Maze of. Monuments, 
Yet cannot find him—— Hark !- ſure 'tis the Voice 
Of one complaining—There it ſounds—T1l follow it. | Exit; 


Re-Enter, Almeria aud Leonora. 


Leon, Behold the Sacred Vault, within, whoſe Womb /. 90H 
"The poor Remains of good A»ſe/mo reſt ; | 
Yet freſh and-unconſum'd by Time, or Worms. 

What do 1 ſee? O Heav'n! either my Eyes 


Unclos'd; the Iron Grates that lead: to, Death bak 
Beneath, are ſtill wide ſtretch'd-upon their Hinge, \ baP. :; 
And | aringon\ us with untolded Leaves. cf Lats, 
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'Alm. Sure, *tis the Friendly: Yawn of Death for-me ;. - 


' . And that dumb Mouth, ſignificant in Show, 


Invites me to the Bed, where I alone. 35 we 
Shall-reſt; ſhews me the Grave where Nature wearied, 
And long oppres'd with Woes and bending Cares, 

May lay the Burden down, and fink in Slumbers 

Of Eternal Peace. — Death, wall fold 

Me, in his leaden Arms; and preſs me cloſe 

T© his cold clayie Breaſt : my Father then, 

. Willceaſe his Tyranny ; and Garcza too :. |. 

_ Willfly my pale Deformity with loathing. | 
My Soul, enlarg'd from its vile Bonds, will maunt, 
And range the Starry Orbs, and Milky Ways, 

Of that refulgent World, where I ſhall ſwim 

. In liquid Light, and float on Seas of Bliſs 

To my A/phonſo's Soul. - O: Joy too great? | 

O Extacy of Thought ! help.me Az/e/mo > of 
Help me A4/phonſo, take me, reach thy Hand ; 

To thee, to thee.I call, to thee 4iphonſo. 


O Alphonſo. | - 
\ _ [Oſmyn aſcending from the Tomb. 
Oſm. Who calls that wretced thing, that was 4A/phoyſo ? 

Alm, Angels, and all the Hoſt of Heaven ſu me! 

* Oſm. Whence, is that Voice whoſe Shrilneſs from the Grave, 

And growing to his dead Father's Shrow'd; roots up 

Alphonſo ? 117 | 
Alm. Mercy and Providence! O ſpeak to it, o 

Speak to it quickly, = ſpeak to me. 

Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 

Leonora, inthy Boſom, from the Light, 

And from my Eyes. . 

O/m. Amazement and Illuſion! rivet me | 

To Earth, and nail me, where I ſtand ye Powers ; [Coming forward. 

That motionleſs, I may be ſtill deceiv'd. 

Let menotſtir, nor breath, teſt I diſſolve 

That tender, lovely Form of painted Air 

So like 4/meria. Ha! it ſinks, it falls, 

I'll catch it ere it goes, and A N Shade, 


— — 
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- Nor Dead, nor Shade, 'be IG ot and alive! 
It is Almeria! "tis my Wiſe! | 


Enter Heli. 


Leov. O Heaven unfold theſe Wandes " EY) 
Alas, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts her Eyes ;: 
He too is fainting—— help me, help-me, "Stranger; 
' Who e're thou art and lend.chy Hand parc 
Theſe Bodies. 
Hel. By Heav'a'tis he, and ith—hs L Almeria! 
Almeria / O Miracles/of Happiniels ! | | 
O Joy unhop'd for, does Aimeria. live. , Sf 7 
Oſm. Where is ſhe? - -2Ns | 
Let me behold and touch her, and be ſure 
'Tis ſhe; ſhew me her Face, -arid let:me feel? 
Her Lips with-mine——"Tis/ſhe, }m.not deceiv'd;: 
I taſte her Breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd; 
_ Lpo poR.up, Almeria, bleſs me with thy Eyes; 
{ook vnthyLove;: "hp pony and thy Husband, 
Look ort Aiphvnfo.- - 
Alm, V's ſworn 111 not wed Gartias why ye force: mo?: 
il Is ris Father? 
I - Oſm,” Thy Father is cot here, nor Garcia-: Tam 
| Neither, nor what I ſeem, but thy A/phon/o. 
Wilt thou not know. mt ? Hoſt thou then forgot me2-. 
Haſt thou thy Eyes, yet canfft not. ſee-Hpberſp 2 
Am I ſo alter'd; or, artthou-ſo changd,. 
That ſecing my Diſguiſe, thou ſceſt net ane ?: 
Alm. It is, 1t is 4/phonſo, "tis his Face, 
His Voice, I know himnow, 1 know him all; 
O-tike meto thy Arms, and bear. michence, . 
Back to the bottom of the boundleſs Deep; 
To Scaſe beneath, where thou ſo lovg haſt dwelt. 
© how haſt thou return'd ? How haſt thou charm'd: | x 
The wildneſs of the Waves and Rocksto this ? 
That thusTelenting, they have givin tlice back. 


To Earth, to Light and Life, to Love and me. 
*  Oſm. ONil not ask, nor anfwer how, of why, 
We both have backward trod'the paths of Fate; 
To meet again in Life, to know I have thee, 
Is knowing more than atiy Circumſtance, 
Or Means by which I have thee——, 7 
* To fold thee thys, to preſs thy balmy Lips, * 
And gaze upon thy Eyes, is ſo much Joy ; 
I have not leiſure toirefledt;, or know, - 
Or trifle time in CH; UTIL $0 
Alm. Let me lookon thee, yet alittle more. '# 
Oſm. What would'ſt thou? thoudoſt-put me from rhee. 
Alm. Yes. aha JoS Se | 
Oſm, Why ? what doftthou mean? why coſt thou gaze ſo? 
Alm: | know not, 'tis to ſee thy Face Fthink——— 
It is too much! too much 9 bear and live! | 
To ſcehim thus again, is ſuck profuſion 
Of delight, T cannor bear it ——T fhall- - 
Be mad ——1 cannot be tranſported thus. ' 
Oſm. Thou Excellent, thoyl Joy,' thou Heav'n of Love! 
Alm. Where haft thou been ? and how art thou alive? 
How is all this?  AM-powerful Heav'en, what are we! 
O my ſtrain'd Heart-—let me behold thee, 
For I weep to ſee thee—— Art thou not paler, 
Much, much, alas; how, thowrartchang'd! 
Oſm. Not in my Love. © - aa 
Alm. No, no, thy Grietfs have done this to thee. 
Thou haſt wept'much 4/phonſo ; and I fear, 
Too much lamented me. - 
Oſm, Wrong not my Love, to ſaytoo much. 
No more, my Lite; talk not of Tears or Grif; 
Affliction is-no more, now thou art found. | 
Why doft thou weep, and hold thee from my Arms, 
My Arms which ake to fold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with twining? Come, come to my Heart.' © 
Alm. 1 will, for 1 thould 'never look: enough. 
They wou'd have marry'd me; but T had ſworn 
_ To Heav'n and thee; and ſooner wou'd have dy 'd— 
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Oſm. Perfe&ion of all Truth / | ; 
Alm. lndeed I wou'd Nay,.I wou'd tell thee all 

If I cou'd ſpeak ;- how I have mourn'd and pray'd, 

For I have pray'd to thee as to a Saint ; 

And thou haſt heard my Prayer; for thou art come 

To my Diſtreſs, to my Deſpair, which Heav'n 

Without thee could not cure. y 4 
Oſm. Grant me but Life, good Heaven, but length of Days, 

To pay ſome Part, ſome little of this Debt ; | 

This countleſs Summ of Tenderneſs and Love, 

For which | ſtand engag'd to this All-excellence ; 

Then, bear.me in a Whirl-wind to my Fate ; 

- Snatch me from Life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd:  - - 

Then, then *ewill be enough-—1 ſhall be Old. 

I ſhall have liv'd beyond all Ara's then,  _ 

Of yet uameaſur'd Time ; when I haye made . 

This exquiſite, amazing Goodneſs, | 

Some Recompenee of Love and matchleſs Truth. | 
Alm. *Tis more than Recompence, .to ſee thy Face : 

If Heav'n is greater Joy,. it is no Happineſs, 

For 'tis not to be born —— What ſhall I ſay? , 

F have a thouſand Things to know, and ask; | 

And fpeak— That thou art here, beyond'all Hope, 

All Thought ; that all at oace, thou art before me, 

And with ſuch Suddennefs, haſt hit my Sight; 

Is ſuch Surprize, ſuch Myſtery, ſuch Extacy, 

As hurries all-my Soul, and dozes my weak Senſe. 

Sure, from rhy Father's Tomb, thou didſt ariſe / 
Ofm, 1 did, and thou didfſt call me. 
Alm. How cam'it thou there? wert thou alone? 

 Ofm, 1 was, and lying on my Father's Lead ; 

When broken Echoes of a diſtant Voice, 

Ditturb'd the Sacred Silence of the Vault, | 

In Murmurs round my Head. I roſe and liſtened ; 

And thought, I heard thy. Spirit call A/phonſo. | 

I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, Ithoughrt not 

I indeed ſhou'd ſee thee——-. Pg 
Alm. But {tijl, how cam'it rhee hither 7 how thus {72% = v9 ; 

| $ 
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Whar's he, that like thy ſelf is ſtarted here 
E're ſeen ? | | 

Oſm. Where? ha / what do I ſee? Antonio here / 
My Friend too fale/ .- 

Hel. Moſt happily, in finding you thus blefs'd. 

Alm. More Miracles / Awtonzo too eſcay'd/ 

Oſm. And twice eſcap'd, both from the Wreck of Seas, 
And Rage of War : For in the Fight, I ſaw 4 
Him fall- | 

H7el.- But fell unhurt, a Priſoner as your ſelf; 

And as your ſelf made free, hither I came 

To ſeek you, where, I kaew your Grief would lead you, 

To lament Anſelmo —— . : 
O/m, There are no Wonders, or elſe all is Wonder. 
Hel. 1 ſaw you on the Ground, and rais'd you up. 

I ſaw Almeria—— 

Oſm. I ſaw her too, and therefore ſaw aot thee, 

Alm. Nor I, nor could I, for my Eyes were yours. 

O/m. What means the Bounty: of All-gracious Heav'a, 
That thus with open Hand it ſcatters good, 

As in a Waſte of Mercy ?_ | 

Where will this «nd / but Heav'a 1s Infinite 
In all, and can continue to beſtow, 

When ſcanty Number ſhall be ſpent in telling, 

Leo. Or I'm deceiv'd, . or I beheld the Glimpſe 
Of two in ſhining Habits, . croſs the lle, 

And bending this way. 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part fo ſoon. 

Oſm. I'wiſh our parting were a Dream; or we 
Could ſleep 'till we again were met. 

Hel. Zara with Selim, Sir, I faw and know 'em: | 
You muſt be quick, for Love will lead her Wings. 

Aim. What Love? who is ſhe > | 

Oſm. She's the Reverſe of thee; ſhe's my Unhappineſs. 
Harbour no Thought, that may diſturb thy Peace 
But gently take thy ſelf away, Jeſt ſhe 
Sould come and {ce the ſtraining of my Eyes. : 


| 
a 
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To follow thee. Il ver how we may meet 
o part no more; my Friend will tell thee all; 
{How I eſcap'd, how. am here, atd thus ; 
HHow I'm not call'd 4!phonſo, now, but Oſiyn ; 
HAnd he ZZeli.. All, all he will unfold. 
|| Alm. Surewe ſhall meet again. ' 
{! O/m. We ſhall; we part not but to rnect again 
IIGladneſs. arid Warmth of ever-kindling Love, 
LDwell with thee, and revive thy Heart in Abſence. 
| { Ex. Alm. Leon. and Hek. - 
fY ct I beheld her—— Now no more. 
[Turn your Lights inward, Eyes, and look 
Upon my Thought ; ſo, hall you ſtil! behold lier. 
{ſc wont be; O, impotence of Sight! | 
| echanick Senſe, which tocxteriour Objects, 
Dweſt thy Faculty —— 
{Not ſeeing of EleQtion, but Neceſfity. 

Thus, do our Eyes, like. common Mirrours F 
| ucceſlively reflet ſucceeding Images z- * | , 
Not what they would, but muſty a'Star, or Toad: 
FFuſt as the Hand of Chance adminiſters. ' 
ot ſo the Mind, whoſe utderermittd View W 9321, v1 
olves, and to the preſent adds che pan: :: 06 [lo nf 
Llaying further to Futurity; bf" INES; GO: FT 
t thatin vain. 1 have Almeria here. 16 80TH 
once, as I have ſeen her often ; 
ll muſe on thar, leſt I exceed in thinking. 


Enter Zara attended by Soha. 


"9a Sea, where he ſtands, folded and fix'dto Earth, 

iff ning in Thought; a Statue among Statues, 

Why, cruel O/myn, .doſt thou-fly merhus ? 

it welldone?- Is-this then the Recurn | 

for Fame, for Honour, 'and for Empire loſt? _ 

But what is loſs of Honour, Fame and-Empire ? 

Is this.the Recompence of Love? 

| doſt tl.ou leave my Eyes, and fly my Arms, 

0 find this 2 of Hrrour and N— ? Am 


l\ 
F 


lk 
it 
| 
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| The Mourning Bride. 
Am I more loathſome to thee, than the Grave? 
That thou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My Love. But to the Grave Fil follow thee 
He Looks not, minds not, hears not; barbarous Man: 
+ Am negleted thus 2 Am Idefpiſed 2 
Not heard! Ungrearful Oſmyn. 
Oſm. Ha, Zara! | 
Zara. Yes, Traytor, Zara; loft, abandon'd Zara, 
Is a regardlefs Supphant,, now, to Oſmyn. . Wo 
The Slave, the Wretch that ſheredeem'd from D-ath, 
Diſdains to liſten now, *or look on Zara. 
Oſm, Far be the Guilt of ſach Reproaches, from me ;. 
Loſt in my ſelf, and blinded by'my Thoughts, 
Fſaw you. not. | 
Zara. Now, then you ſee me—— ,-* 64- 
But with ſuch dumb, and thankleſs Eyes yon look; 6 
Better I was unſeen, than ſeenthus coldly.. - * vy 
Oſm. What would-you-from a Wretch, that came'to mourn ;; 
And only for his Sorrows choſe this Solitude > 
Look round ; Joy is not here, nor Cheeriulneſs. 
You have purſu'd Misfortune, to its Dwelling ; 
Yet look for Gaiety and Gladnefs there. , 
Zara. Inhumane ! why, why doft thou wrack me thus 
And with Perverſeneſs, from the Purpoſe, anſwer 2 | 
What is't to me, this Houſe of Miſery 2 
What Joy do require? if thou doft mourn, 
 T cometo mourn with thee; to ſhare thy Griefs, 
And give thee in Exchange, my Love- 
Oſm. O that's the greateſt grief——T-am ſo poor, 
I have not wherewithal'to give again. 
 _ Zara. Thou haft'a Heart, though 'tisa ſavage one;. 
Give it me as it is; I ask no more 
For all I've done, and all I have endur'd, 
For ſaving thee, when beheld thee firſt, 
Driven by the Tide upon my Country's Coaſt, 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in Briny Waves - 
\ Thou and hy Friend ; 'till my Compaſſion found thee, 
Compaſſion, ſcarce will it owa that-Name,. ſo ſoon, 


= 
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| o quickly was it Love; for thou were Godlike * 

wv then. Knealing on Earth, T loos'd my Hair, 

nd with it dry'd thy wat'ry Cheeks; chafing 

Fay Temples, 'rill reviving Blood aroſe, 

Tand like the Morn vermilion'd o'er thy Face. | I 

[ ) Heav'n/ how did my Heart rejoice and ake, - 

Fhen I beheld the Day-break ot thy Eyes, 

nd felt the Balm of thy reſpiring Lips / 

'"O/m. O call not to my Mind what you havedone, 

vt ſets a Debt of that Account before me, 

Phich ſhews me Bankrupt even in Hopes. . 

- Zara. The taithtul Se/im, and my Women know 

The Dangers which I tempted to canceal you. 

ou know how I abus'd the credulous King ; 

What Arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, + 

When he receiv'd you as the Prince of Fez ; 

And as my Kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd you. 

9, why do I relate what I have done? | 

What did T not ? Was't not. for you, this War - 

wommenc'd ? not knowing who you were, nor why 

You hated Manuel, I urg'd my Hitsband 

Dn to his Invaſion ; where he was loſt, 

Where all is loſt, and I am made a Slave. 

Look on me now, from Empire fall'n to Slavery ; 

Think on-my Suft'rings firſt, then, look on me; 

Think on the cauſe of all, then, view thy ſelf: 

FReflect on Oſmyn, and then look on Zara, 

The fall'o, the loſt, the Captive Zara. - 

What then is Oſmyn2 . 

Oſm. A fatal Wretch—a huge lupendous Ruine, 

That tumbling on its Prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 

And bore contiguous Palaces to Earth. | | 

{ Zara. Yet thus, thus fall'n,. thus levell'd with the vileſt ; I 

If I have gain'd thy Love, 'tis glorious Ruine ; n 

Luine, 'tis ſtill toreign, and ro be more 

| __ ; for what are Riches, Empire, Power, 
t larger Mears to gratifie the Will ? 

The Steps on which we tread, to riſe and reach 


Our 


- 
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And are like Lumber, to be left and ſcorn'd. 
Oſm. Why was I made the Inſtrument, to throw 
In Bonds, the Frame of this exalted Mind ? 
Zara. We may be free ; the Conquerour is mine; 
In Chains unſeen, I hold him by the Heart, 
And can unwind, or ſtrain him as pleaſe. 
Give me thy Love, Fll give thee Liberty. 
Oſm. In vain you offer, and in vain require 
What neither can beſtow. Set free your ſelf, 
And leave a Slave the Wretch that would be ſo. 
Zara. thou canſt not mean ſo poorly, as thou talk'ſt, 
Oſm. Alas, you know me not. | 
Zara. Not who thou art. 
But what, this laſt Ingratitude declares, 
This groveling Baſeneſs—— Thou ſay'ſt true, I know 
Thee not, for what thou art, yet wants a Name: 
But ſomething ſo unworthy, and ſo vile, 
That to have lov'd thee, makes me yet more loſt 
Than all the Malice of my other Fate. 
Traytour, Monſter, cold and perfidious Slave; 
A Slave, not daring to be free! nor dares 
To love above him, for 'tis dangerous : 
'Tis that, I know ; for thou doſt look, with Eyes 
' Sparkling Deſire, and trembling to poſſcſs. 
I know, my Charms have reach'd thy very Soul, 
And thrill'd the through with darted Fires ; but thou 
Doſt fear ſo much, thou dar'ſt not wiſh. The King ! 


There, there's the dreadiul Sound, the King's thy Rival! 


Selim. Madam, the King is here. 
Zara. As I could wiſh ; by Heav'a Ill be reveng'd. 


Enter the King, Perez, and Attendants: 
King. Why does the Faireſt of her Kind, withdraw 


Her ſhining from the Day, to gild this Scene 
Of Death and Night? Ha! what Diſorder's this ? 
: E 


- 
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Our Wiſh; and that obtain'd, down with the Scaffolding 
Of Sceptres, Crowns, and Thrones; they've ſerv'd their End, 


| | 


-fQO . The: Mourning Bride. 
Oſm. PerfeQtion of all Truth / | ", 
Alm. Indeed I wou'd Nay, 1 wou'd tell thee all. 
If Icou'd ſpeak ;- how I have mourn'd and pray'd, 
For I have pray'd to thee as to a Saint ; 
And thou haſt heard my Prayer; for thou art come 
To my Diſtreſs, to my Deſpair, which Heav'n 
Without thee could not cure. . | 
Oſm. Grant me but Life, good Heaven, but length of Days, 
To pay ſome Part, ſome little of this Debt ; 5 
This countleſs Summ of Tenderneſs and Love, 
For which | ſtandengag'd to this All-excellence ; 
Then, bear_me in a Whirl-wind to my Fate ; 
- Snatch me from Life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd: - - 
Then, then 'ewill beenough-——1 ſhall be Old. 
I ſhall have liv'd beyond all Ara's then, - _ 
Of yet uameaſur'd Time ; when I haye made 
This exquiſite, amazing Goodnelſs, . "Og: 
Some Recompenee of Love and matchleſs Truth. 
Alm. *Tis more thaa Recompence, .to ſee thy Face : 
If Heav'n is greater Joy,. it is a& Hlappineks, 
For 'tis not to be born —— What ſhall I ſay? , 
F have a thouſand Things to know, and ask, | 
And ſpeak— That thou art here, beyond all Hope, 
All Thought ; that all at once, thou art before me, 
And with ſuch Suddennefs, - haſt hit my: Sight; .- - 
Is ſach Surprize, ſuch Myſtery, ſuch Extacy, 
As hurries all-my Soul, and dozes my weak Senſe. 
Sure, from thy Father's Tomb, thou didſt ariſe /. 
Ofm. 1 did, and thou didſt call me. 
Alm. How cam'it thouthere? wert thou alone? 
 Ofm. I was, andlying on my Father's Lead ; 
When broken Echoes of a diſtant Voice, 
Diſturb'd the Sacred Silence of the Vault, | | 
In Murmurs round my Head. I roſe and liſtened ; 
And thought, I heard thy. Spirit call A/phonſo., . 
I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, Ithoughr not, 
1 indeed ſhou'd ſee thee——._ re þ 5608 
Alm. But ſtill, how cam'it rhee hither 7 how thus £72)%= 43 : 
| o 


The Mourning Bride. 
Whar's he, that like thy ſelf is ſtarted here 
E're ſeen ? | | 

Oſm. Where? ha /-whatdo I ſee? Antonio here / 
My Friend too faſe/ .- 

Hel. Moſt happily, in finding you thus blefs'd. 

Alm. More Miracles Awtonzo too eſcay'd/ 

Oſm. And twice eſcap'd, both from the Wreck of Seas, 
And Rage of War : For in the Fight, I ſaw ; 
Him fall. - | 

H7el.- But fell unhurt, a Priſoner as your ſelf; 

And as your ſelf made free, hither I came 

To ſeek you, where, I knew your Grief would lead you, 

To lament Anſelmo —— . | : 
O/ſm. There are no Wonders, or elſe all is Wonder, 
Hel. 1 ſaw you on the Ground, and rais'd you up. 

I ſaw Almeria—— 

Oſm. I ſaw her too, and therefore ſaw aot thee, 

Alm. Nor I, nor could I, for my Eyes were yours. 

Oſm. What means the Bounty: of All-gracious Heav'n, 
That thus with open Haad it ſcatters good, 

As in a Waſte of Mercy ?. | 

Where will this «nd / but Heav'a is Infinite 
In all, and can continue to beſtow, 

When ſcanty Number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 

Leo. Or I'm deceiv'd, . or I beheld the Glimpſe 
Of two in ſhining Habits, . croſs the lle, 

And bending this way. 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part fo ſoon. 
 Oſm. I'wiſh our parting were a Dream; or we 
Could ſleep 'till we again were met. | 
 #Hel. Zara with Selim, Sir, I ſaw and know 'em: . 
You muſt be quick, for Love will lend her Wings. 

Alm. What Love? who is ſhe > | 

Oſm. She's the Reverſe of thee; ſhe's my Unhappineſs. 
Harbour no Thought, that may diſturb thy Peace ; 

But gently take thy ſelf away, Jeſt ſhe 
Sould come and ſee the ſtraining of my Eyes. Bofes 
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0 follow thee, I'll think, how we may meet 

o part no more; myF riend will tell thee all; 

ow I eſcap'd, how Lam here,: ahd thus ; 

ow I'm not call'd 4!phonſo, now, but _— 
And he Heli. All, all he will unſold. 

Alm. Sure we hall meet again. .- _. 

- Oſm. We ſhall; we part not but to meet again. 
Gladneſs. arid Warmth of ever-kindling Love, 
dwell with thee, and revive thy Heart in Abſence. 


et I beheld her —— Now no more. 
Turn your Lights inward, Eyes, and look 

pon my Thought ; ſo, ſhall you ſtil! behold hier. 
t wont be; O, impotence of Sight ! 
echanick 'Senſe, which tent Obje&s, 
welt thy Faculty —— 
ot ſeeing of Election, but Neceſfity. 
hus, do our Eyes, like. common Mirrours 
zucceſlively teflet ſucceeding Images ; 
vt what they would, but muſt 3 a'Star, or Toad: 
Juſt as the Hand of Chance adminiſters. 
ot ſo the Mind, whoſe ufderermitf'd View 
evolves, and to the preſent adds the _ 
aying further toFaturity'; 
Jut thatin vain. LI have Ameri here. 
kt once, as have ſeen her often; _ 
'1l muſe on __ leſt I exceed in thinking. 


Enter Zara attended by Selin. 


| Sara See, where he ttands, folded and fix'd to Earth, 
Fning in Thought; a Statue among Statues, 
Why, cruel Oſmyn, .doſt thou-fly merhus ? 
Is it welbdone? Is-this then the Recurn : * 
For Fame, for Honour, 'and for Empire loſt ? 
But what is loſs of Honour, Fame andEmpire ? 
| this.che Recompence of Love? 
op doſt tl;ou leave my Eyes, and fly my Arms, 
d find this place of Hrrour and Obſcurity ? 


'* 
| 
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Am I more loathſome to thee, than the Grave? 
That thou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there; and ſhun 
My Love. But to the Grave I il folfow thee 
He Looks not, minds not, hears not ; barbarous Man 
* Am | neglected thus > Am I defpiſed 2 

Not heard! Ungrearful Ofmyn. 


Oſm. Ha, Zara / 
Zara. Yes, Traytor, Zara; loft, abandon'd Zarzs, 


| Is a regardlefs Suppliant,, now, to Oſmyn. Bb 
The Slave, the Wretch that ſheredeem'd from D:ath, 
Diſdains to liſten now, *or look on Zara. 

Oſm, Far be the Guilt of ſuch Reproaches, from me ;. 
Loſt in my ſelf, and blinded by'my Thoughts, | 
Fſaw you. not. 


Zara. Now, then you ſee me—— ©: .. 6.8 


But with ſuch dumb, and thankleſs Eyes you look; 
Better I was unſeen, than ſeenthus coldly.. - * | 


Oſm. What would-you-trom a Wreteh, that cameto mourn ;; 


And only for his Sorrows choſe this Solitude 2 

Look round ; Joy is not here, nor Cheeriulneſs. 

You have purſu'd Misfortune, to its Dwelling ; 

Yet look for Gaiety and Gladnefs there.” , 
Zara. Inhumane ! why, why doft thou wrack me'tthus+> 

And with Perverſeneſs, from the Purpoſe, anſwer 2 = 

What is't to me, this Houſe of Miſery - NN. 

What Joy do require? if thoudoſt mourn, 

. F come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy Griefs, 

And give thee in Exchange, my Love. 
Oſm. O that's the greateſt grief——T-am ſo poor, 

I have not wherewithal'to give again. 

Zara. Thou haft'a Heart, though 'tisa ſavage one;. 

Give it me as it is; I ask no more 

| For all I'vedone, and all I have endur'd, 

For ſaving thee, when1 beheld thee firſt, 

Driven by the Tide upon my Country's Coaſt, 

Pale and cxpiring, drench'd in Briny Waves - 

Thou and thy Friend ; 'till my Compaſſion found thee, 


Compaſſion, ſcarce will it own that-Name,, ſo ſoon, 


"I 
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d quickly was it Love; for thou were Godlike 

va then. .Knealing oa Earth, T loos'd my Hair, 
I with it dry'd thy wat'ry Cheeks; chating 

ay Temples, 'till reviving Blood aroſe, 

nd like the Morn vermilion'd o'er thy Face. ee 

FHeav'n/ how did my Heart rejoice and ake, 

hen I beheld the Day-break ot thy Eyes, 

nd felt the Balm of thy reſpiring Lips / 

"O/m. O call not to my Mind what you havedone, 

tſets a Debt of that Account before me, 

Phich ſhews me Bankrupt even in Hopes. . 

Zara. The taithtul Selim, and my Women know 

he Dangers which I tempted to conceal you. 

ou know how I abus'd the credulous Kong ; 

ſhat Arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, - 

ſhen he receiv'd you as the Prince of Fez ; 

ad as my Kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd you. 

), why do I relate what I have done? | 

Fhat did I not ? Was't not for you, this War + 

pmmenc'd ? not knowing who you were, nor why 

cou hated Manuel, I urg'd my Husband 

In to his Invaſion ; where he was loſt, 

There all is loſt, and I am made a Slave. 

ook on me now, from Empire fall'n to Slavery; 

ink on- my Suft'rings firſt, then, 'look on me; 

Fhink on the cauſe of all, then, view thy felt: 

Keflet on Oſ/myn, and then look on Zara, 

he fall'o, the loſt, the Captive Zara. | 

hat then is Oſmyn2 _ | 

- Oſm. A fatal Wretch—a huge lupendous Ruine, 

*hat tumbling on its Prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 

1nd bore contiguous Palaces to Earth. : | 

* Zara. Yet thus, thus fall'n,. thus levell'd with the vileſt ; de 

f I havegain'd thy Love, 'tis glorious Ruine ; ; 

nine, 'tis ſtill toreign, and to be more 

| een ; for what are Riches, Empire, Power, 

t larger Mears to gratifie the Will ? 

[he Steps on which we tread, to riſe and reach 
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Our Wiſh; and that obtain'd, down with the Scaffolding 
Of Sceptres, Crowns, and Thrones; they've ſerv'd their End, 
And are like Lumber, to be left and ſcorn'd. | 
Oſm. Why was I made the Inſtrument, to throw 
In Bonds, the Frame of this exalted Mind ? 
Zara. We may be free; the Conquerour is mine; 
In Chains unſeen, I hold him by the Heart, 
And can unwind, or ſtrain him asI pleaſe. 
Give me thy Love, Fll give thee Liberty. 
Oſm. In vain you ofter, and in vain require 
What neither can beſtow. Set free your (elf, 
And leave a Slave the Wretch that would be ſo. 
Zara. thou canſt not mean ſo poorly, as thou talk'ſt, 
Oſm. Alas, you know me not. | 
Zara. Not who thou art. 
But what, this laſt Ingratitude declares, 
This groveling Baſeneſs—— Thou ſay'ſt true, I know 
Thee not, for what thou art, yet wants a Name: 
But ſomething ſo unworthy, and fo vile, 
That to have lov'd thee, makes me yet more loſt 
Than all the Malice of my other Fate. 
Traytour, Monſter, cold and perfidious Slave; 
A Slave, not daring to be free! nor dares 
To love above him, for 'tis dangerous : | 
'Tis that, I know ; for thou doſt look, with Eyes 
' Sparkling Deſire, and trembling to poſſeſs. 
I know, my Charms have reach'd thy very Soul, 
And thrill'd the through with darted Fires ; but thou 
Doſt fear ſo much, thou dar'ſt not wiſh, The King ! 
There, there's the dreadiul Sound, the King's thy Rival! 
Selim. Madam, the King is here. 
Zara. As I could wiſh ; by Heav'n Ill be reveng'd. 


Enter the King, Perez, and Attendants: 
King. Why does the Faireſt of her Kind, withdraw « 


Her ſhining from the Day, to gild this Scene 
Of Death and Night? Ha! what Diſorder's this ? 
| | © | 
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Somewhat I heard of King and Riyal mention'd, 
= _ What's he tizat dares be Rival to the King ? 
= Orlift his Eyes ro like, where I adore ? 

Zara. There, he; your Priſoner, and that was my Slave: 
King, How? better than my Hopes? does ſhe accuſe him ? 
| [ Aſide. 
. * Tara. Am Tbecome fo low, by my Captivity ; 
=. And do your Arms ſo leſſen, what they conquer, 
- That Zara muſt be made the Sport of Slaves ? 
And ſhall the Wretch, whonr yeſter Sun, beheld 
Waiting my Nod, the Creature of my Lord, 
And me; preſume to day to plead audacious Love, 
And bui}d bold Hopes, on my dejetted Fate ? 

King. Better for him, to tempt the Rage of Heav'n,, 
And wrench the Bolt red-hiſling, from the Hand J 
Of him that thunders;. than but think that Inſolence.. 
'Tis daring for a God. Hence, to the Wheel 
With that /xio», who aſpires to hold 
Divinity embrac'd ; to Whips and Priſons, 

Drag him with ſpeed, and rid me of his Face. 
| [Guards carry off Oſmym. 

Zara. Compaſſion led me to bemoan his State, 

Whoſe former Faith had metited much more : 

And through my Hopes in you, I promis'd Freedom 
From his Chains; thence ſprung his Inſolence, 

And what was. Charity, he conſtru'd Love. 

Xing. Enough ; his Puniſhment be what you pleafe.. 

But let me Tead you from this Place of Sorrow, 
To one, where young Delights attend; and Joys 
Yet new, unborn and blooming in the Bud, 
That waits to be full-blown at your Approach, 
And ſpread like Roſes to the Morning Fa. 
Where, ev'ry Hour ſhall roll in circling Joys; 
And Love, ſhall wing the tedious-waſting Day. 
* Life without Love is-Load ; and Time ſtands ſtill : 
What we refuſe to him, to Death we give; 
And then, then only, when we love, we live. [ Ex, Omnes. 


The End of the Second Att. ACT 
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ACTIE. SCENE 
A Priſon. 


Enter Oſmyn alone, with a Paper. 


Oſm.JD U'T now, and I was clos'd within the Tomb 
That holds my Father's Aſhes ; and but now, 

Where he was Pris'ner, I am too impriſon'd, 

Sure 'tis the Hand of Heav'n, that leads me thus, 


And for ſome Purpoſe points out theſe Remembrances. i 
In a dark Corner of my Cell, I found 


This Paper; what it is, this Light will ſhow. 


Reading. If my Alphonſo——Ha ! : $i 
If my Alphonſo live, reſtore him, FHeav'n, _ 
Give me more Weight, cruſh my declining Tears _ 
With Bolts, with Chains, Impriſoumtnt and Want ; 
But beſs my Son, vifit not him for me. 


Tt is his Hand; this was his Pray'r——=-yet more. 


> 
«> 


Reading.” Let ev'ry Hair, which Sorrow by the Roots, 
Tears from my hoary and devoted Head; 
Be doubled in thy Mercies to my Son: 
Not for my ſelf, but him, hear me, all gracious — 


'Tis wanting what ſhould follow— ZZeav'», ſhou'd follow- 

But 'tis torn off why ſhould that Word alone | 

Be torn from his Petition? 'Twas to Heav'n. 

But Heav'n was deaf, Heav'n heard him not; but thusy 

Thus as the Name of Heav'n from this is torn, | 

So did it tear the Ears of Mercy, from} s 
2 


His 
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' His Voice; ſhutting the Gates of Pray'r againſt him. 
If Piety be thus debarr'd Acceſs 
On high ; and of good Men, the veary beſt 
Is ſingled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge; 
What is Reward? or, what is Puniſhment ? 
_ who ſhall dare to tax Eternal Juſtice! 

et I may think——T may? I muſt; for Thought 
Preceeds the Will to think ; and Errour lives 
Ere Reaſon can-be born: Reaſon the Power: 
To gueſs at Right and wrong ; the twinkling Lamp: 
Of wand'rirg Life, that winks and wakes by turns, 
Fooling the Follower, betwixt Shade and Shiniog. 
What Noile ! Who's therc?. My Friend, how cam'ſt.thou hither 7 


Enter Heli. 


Hel. The time's too precious to beſpent in telling ; 
The Captain influenc'd by 4/meria's Power, 

Gave order tothe Guards for my Admittance. 

Oſm. How does. A/meria > But I know ; the is 
As Iam. Tell me,, may I hope to ſee her ; 

. Hel; You may; anon, at Midnight, when-the King 
Is gone to reſt, and Garc/a.is retir'd,, 

(Who takes rhe Priviledge to viſit late, 

Preſuming on a Bridegroom's Right) ſhe'il come. 

Oſm. She'll come ; *tis what I wiſh, yet what I fear. 
She'll come, but whither, and to whom ? O Heav'n.! 
To a vile Priſon, and a captiv'd Wretch;. . 

To one, whom had ſhe never known, ſhe had 

Been happy ; why, why was that Heav'oly Creature- 
Abandon' o'er to love what Heav'n forſakes? 

Why does ſhe follow with unwearied Steps, 

One, who has tir'd Misfortune with purſuing ? 

- One, driv'n about the World like blaſted Leaves: 

And Chaff, the Sport of adverſe Winds ; till late. 

At length, impriſon'd in-ſome Clett of Rock, 

Qr Earth, it reſts, and rots.to ſilent Duſt.. 


Bel, 
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Ze]. Have Hopes, and hear the Voice of better Fate, 
I've learn'd there are Diſorders ripe for Mutiny 
- Among the Troops who thought to ſhare the Plunder, 
Which Manze/to his own Uſe and Avarice, 
Converts, ThisNews has reach'd Palentia's Frontiers ; 
Where many of your Subjects long opprefs'd 
With Tyranny and grievous Impoſitions, 
Are riſen it Arms, and call for Chiefs to head 
- And lead 'em, to regain their Liberty 
And Native Rights. 

Oſm. By Heav'n thou'ſt rous'd me from my Lethargy. 
The Spirit whictr was deaf to my own Wrongs, 
Deaf to revenge, andthe loud Crys of my 
Dead Father's Blood ; Nay, which refus'd to hear 
The Piercing Sighs, and Murmurs of my Love = 
Yet unenjoy'd; what not 4/meria could 
Revive, to raiſe, my Peoples Voice has wak'ned. 
O my Antonio, I am all on Fire, ; 
My Soul is up in Arms, ready to charge 
And bear amidſt the Foe, with conqu'ring Troops. 
I hear 'em call to lead 'em on to Liberty, 
To Victory; their Shouts and Clamours rend 
My Ears, and reach the Heav'ns; where is the King ? 
Where is #/phonſo 2 ha! where? where indeed? 
O I could tear and burſt the Strings of Life, 
To break theſe Chains. Off, off, ye Stains of Royalty. 
Off Slavery. O curſe! that alone 
Can bear and flutter in my Cage, when I 
Would ſoar, and ſtoop at Victory beneath: 

Hel. Our Poſture of Afﬀairs and ſcanty Time; 
My Lord, require you ſhould compoſe your ſelf, 
And think on what we may reduce to Practice. 
Zara the Caule of your reflraioe may be 
The Means of Liberty reſtor'd. That, gain'd; 
Occaſion will not fail to point out Ways 
For your Eſcape. Mean time, I've thought already- | 
With Speed and Safety, to:convey my ſelf 
Where not far oft ſome Male-Contents hold Counſel 

* , Vightlyy 


= C 
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Nightly ; hating this Tyrant; ſome, who love 
Anſelmo's Memory, and will, oo doubt, 
When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
Oſm. My Friend and Counſellour; as thou think'ſt fir; 
So do, I will with Patience wait my Fortune, 
Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your Averfion. 
Oſm. T hate her not, nor can diſſemble Love : 
- But as I may, I'll do. I have a Paper 
Which I would ſhew thee Friend, but that the Sight 
Would hold thee here,. and clog thy Expedition. 
Within I found it, by my Father's Ha 
*Twas writ; a Prayer for me, wherein appears 
Paternal Love prevailing o're his Sorrows; 
Such SanCtity, ſuch Tenderneſs, ſo mix'd 
With Grief, as wou'd draw Tears from Iohumanity. 
Heli. The Care of Providence, ſure left it there, 
To arm your Mind with Hope. Such Piety 
Was never heard in vain: Heav'n has in Store 
For you, thoſe Bleſſings it with-held from him. 
In that Aſſurance live ; which Time, I hope, 
And our next meeting will confirm, 
O/m. Farewell, | | 
My Friend, the Gocd thou doſt deſerve attend the; [Ex, Heli. 
I've been to blame, and queſtion'd with Impiety | 
The Care of Heav'n. Not ſo, my Father bore 
More Anxious Grief. This ſhou'd have better taught me ; 
This Leſſon, in ſome Hour of Inſpiration, 
By him ſet down ; when his pure Thoughts, were born 
Like Fumes of Sacred Incenſe, o'er the Clouds, 
And. waſted thence, on Angels WI0es, thro' Ways 
Of Light, to the bright Source of a)l. There, in 
The Book of Preſcience, he beheld this Day ; 
And waking to the World and mortal Senſe, 
Left this Example of his Reſignation, 
This his laſt Legacy to me, which I 
Will treaſure here; more worth than Diadems, 
Or all extended Rule of regal Pow:r. 


5 


Enter 
PY 
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Enter Zara veil d, 


What Brightneſs, breaks upon me, thus thro* Shades, 
And promiſes a Day to this dark Dwelling ! 
Is it my Love? | 
Zara. O that thy Heart, had taught [Lifting her Vail, ' 
'Thy Tongue that Saying. 
Oſm. Zara! Tm betray'd 
By my Surprize. 
Zara. What, does my Face diſpleaſe thee ? 
That having ſeen it, thou do'ſt tyrn thy Eyes ; 
Away, as from Deformity and Horrour. 
If ſo, this Sable-Curtain ſhall again : 
Be drawn, and I will ſtand before thee ſeeing, 
4nd unſeen, Is it my Love? ask again 
That Queſtion, ſpeak again in that ſoft Voice 
And Look again, with Withes ia thy Eyes. 
Ono, thou canſt not, for thou ſeeſt me now, 
As ſhe, whoſe ſavage Breaſt has been the Cauſe 
Of theſe thy Wrongs; as ſhe, whoſe barbarous Rage 
Has loaden thee with Chains and palling Irons: | 
| Well, doſt thou ſcora me, and upbraid my Falſeneſs ; 
Cou'd one that lov'd, thus torture what ſhe lov'd ? 
No, no, it muſt be Hatred, dire Revenge, 
And Deteſtation, that cou'd uſe thee thus. 
So thou doſt think ; then, do but tell me ſo? 
Tell me, and thou ſhall ſee how Pll revenge 
Thee on this falſe one, how Ill ſtab and tear 
This Heart of Flint, 'till it ſhall bleed ; and thou 
Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own Miſeries. 
Oſm. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to beiieve 
I bear my Fortunes with ſo low a Mind, 
As ſtill to meditate Revenge on all 
Whom Chance, or Fate working by ſecret Cauſes, 
Has made perforce ſubſervient to that End 
The Heav'nly Powers allot me; no, not you, 
But Deſtiny and inauſpicious Stars 


Have 
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Have caſt me down to this low Being : Or, 
Gragting you had, from you I have deſerv'd it. 
Zara. Can'ſt thou forgive me then! wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my Fault, to call it Madneſs ; 
O, give that Madneſs yet a milder Name, 
And call it Paſſion ; then, be ſtill more kind, 
And call that Paſſion Love. 
Oſm. Give it a Name, 
Or Being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 
Zara. O thou doſt wound me more, with this thy Goodneſs, 
Than cer thou could'ſt with bittereſt Reproaches ; 
Thy Anger cou'd not pierce thus, to my Heart. 
Oſm. YetI could wiſh —— 
Zara. Haſte me to know it, what ? 
Oſm. That at this Time, I had not been this Thing, 
Zara. What Thing ? 
O/m. This Slave. 
Zara, O-Heav'n! my Fears interpret 
This thy Silence; ſomewhat of high Concern, 
Long faſhioning within thy labouring Mind, 
And now juſt ripe for Birth, my Rage has ruin'd, 
Have I done this? tell me, am I ſo curs'd? 
Oſm. Time may have ſtill one fated Hour to come, 
Which wing'd with Liberty, might overtake 
Occaſion paſt. 
Zara. Swift as Occaſion, I 
My ſelf will fly ; and earlier than the Morn, 
Wake thee to Freedom. Now, 'tis late ; and yet 
Some News, few Minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
To ſhake the Temper of the King—— who knows 
What racking Cares diſeaſe a Monarch's Bed ? 
Or Love, that late at Night ſtill lights his Lamp, 
And ſtrikes his Rays thro' dusk, and folded Lids, 
Forbidding reſt ; may ſtretch his Eyes awake 
And force their Balls abroad, at this dead Hour. 
Filtry. 
Oſm. I have not merited this Grace; 
Nor, ſhould my fecret Purpoſe take Effect, 


Can 
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Can I repay, as you require, ſuch Benefits, 
Zar. Thou-canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 
To give, than I've already loſt. But as - 
The preſent Form of our Engagemeats reſts, | 
Thou haſt the Wrong, till I redeem thee. hence ; 
Thar done, I leavethy Juſtice to return 
My Love. Adteu, [ Exit Zara. 
Oſ/m. This Woman has a Soul, | 
Oi God-like Mould, intrepid and commanding, 
And challenges in ſpight of me my beſt 
Eliteem; to this ſhe's tair, few mare can boaſt 
Ot Perſonal Charms, or with lefs Vanity 
Might hope to captivate the Hearts of Kings. 
But ſhe has Paſſions which out-ſtrip the Wind, 
And tear her Virtues up, as Tempeſts root 
The Sea. I fear when the ſhall know the truth, 
Some ſwift and dire Event, of her blind Rage, 
Will make all fatal. But behold, ſhe comes 
For whom tear, to ſhield me trom my Fears. 


Enter Almeria. f 


The Cauſe and-Comfort of my boding Heart. 

My Life, my Health, my Liberty, my All. 

How ſhall 1 welcom thee to this ſad Place ? 

How ſpeak to thee the Words of Joy and Tranſport ? 

How rua into thy Arms with held by Fetters, 

Or take thee into mine, thus manacled 

And pinion'd like a Thief or Murderer ? 

Shall | not hurt or bruiſe thy tender Body, 

And ſtain thy Boſom with the Ruſt of theſe 

Rude Irons? Mult I meet thee thus, A/mera ? 

| Aim. Thus, thus ; we parted, thus to meet again. | 
Thou told'ſt me thou would'{t thiak;how we might meet 

To part no more —— Naw. we wall part no more, 

For theſe thy Chains, or Death ſhall joia us ever. 
Om. Hard means, to ratifie that Word !-—O Cruelty ! 


That ever I ſhould think, beholding thee, 
#\9 | F A Tor. 


Q4 The Mourning Bride: 
A Torture—— yet, ſuch is the bleeding Anguiſh 
Of my Heart, to ſee thy Suffering ——O Heav'a! 
That I cou'd almoſt turn my Eyes away, 
Or with thee from my Sighr. 
Alm. O ſay not fo; - 21 | 
Tho! *tis becauſe thou lov'ſt me. Do not ſay 
On any Terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee. 
No, -no, 'tis better thus, that we together 
Feed on each others Heart, devour our Woes 
With mutial Appetite; and mingling in - 
One Cup, the common Stream of both our Eyes,  - 
Drink bitter Draughts, with never-ſlacking Thirſt. + 
Thus, better, than for any Caule to'part. | 
What doſt thou think ? Look not fo tenderly 
Upon me—— ſpeak, and take me in thy Arms 
Thou canſt not !- thy poor Arms are bound and ſtrive : 
In vain with the remorſeleſs Chains, which gnaw 
Andeat into the Fleſh, feſtring thy Limbs 
With rancling Ruſt. 97 
Oſm, Oh! O | 
Alm, Give me that Sigh. | 
Why do'ſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy Griefs? 
Thy Heart will burſt, thy Eyes look red and ftart; 
Give thy Soul Way, and tel{ methy dark Thought. 
Oſm, For this World's Rule, I wou'd not wound thy Breaſt, 
With ſuch a Dagger, as then ſtuck my Heart. : 
Alm, Why? . why? to know it, cannot wound me more, 
Then knowing thou haſt felt it. Tell it me. 
Thou.giv'ſt me Pain, with too much Tendernels ! 
Oſm, And thy exceſflive Love diſtracts = Senſe ! : 
O could'ſt thou be leſs killing, ſoft or kind, 
Grief wou'd not double thus,. his Darts againſt me. 
Alm, Thou doſt me Wrong, and Griettao robs my Heart, 
If there, he ſhoot-not-ev'ry other Shaft z 
Thy ſecond ſelt ſhould'tee} each other Wong, 
Apd Woe ſhou'd be in equal Portions dealt. 
Iam thy Wife—— ' 


o 


Oſm. 
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O/m. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: . 
There, there, I bleed ; there pull the cruel Cords, 
" That ſtrata my cracking Nerves; Engines and Wheels 
That Piece-meal grind, are Beds of Down and Balm 
To thar Soul-rackiong Thought. ; 
Alm. Then, I amcurs'd ' 
Indeed ; if that be fo, if I'm thy Torment, _ 
Kill me, Kill me then, daſh me with thy Chains ; 
Tread on me, ſpurn me, am I the boſom Snake 
That ſucks thy warm Lite-Blood, and gnaws thy Heart ? 
O that thy Words had force to break thoſe Bonds, 
As they have ſtrength to tear this Heart in ſunder; 
So ſhould'it thou be at large from all Oppreſlion. 
 AmlI, aml of all thy Woes the worſt ? 
Oſm. My all ot Bliſs, my everlaſting Life; 
Soul of my Soul, and End of all my Wiſhes. 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy Words, 
And melt me down to mingle with thy Weepings ? 
' What doſt thou-ask ? why doſt thou talk thus piercingly ? 
Thy Sorrows have diſturb'd thy Peace of Mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of Miſeries impoſlible. 
Alm. Did'ſt thou not fay,: that Racks and Wheels were Balm. 
And Beds of Eaſe, to thinking me thy Wite ? : 
Oſm. No, -no, nor ſhould the ſubtleſt Pains that Hell, 
Or Hell-born Malice can invent; extort | 
A Wiſh or Thought from me, to have thee other, 
But thou wilt know, what harrows up my Heart. 
Thou art my Wife — — nay, thou art yet my Bride! 
The Sacred Union of Connubial Love, 
Yet unaccomplith'd ; his myſterious Rites 
Delay'd : nor has our Hymenial Torch 
- Yetlighted up, his laſt moſt grateful Sacrifice ; 
But daſh'd with Rain trom Eyes, and ſwail'd with Sighs, 
Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring Light. 
Is this dark Cell, a Temple tor that God ? 
Or this vile Earth, an Altar for ſuch Off rings? 
This Den for Slaves, this Dungeon damp'd with Woes; 
Is this our Marriage Bed | are theſe our Joys ! | 
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Is this to call thee mine? O'hold my Heart ; 
To call thee mine? yes thus, ev'a thus; to call 
Thee mine, were Comfort, Joy, extremeſt Exſtacy. 
But O thou azt not mine, not ev'n in miſery ;. 
And 'tis deny'd to me, to be ſo bleſs'd,. 
As to be wretched with thee. 

Alm. No; not that, | 
The extremeſt Malice of our Fate can hinder : 

That ſtill is leſt us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the Leavings of Calamity. 
There, we will feaſt; and ſmile on paſt Diſtreſs, 
And hug in ſcorn'of-it,. our mutual Ruine. 

Oſm. O thou doſt talk, my Love, as one reſolv'd; 
Becauſe not knowing Danger. But look forward ; 
Think on to Morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 
From theſe weak, (trugling, unextended Arms; 
Think how my Heart will heave, and Eyes will ſtrain 
To graſp and reach what is deny'd my Hands; - 
Fhink how the Blood will tart, and Tears will guſh: 
To tollow thee my teparating Soul, 

Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia / 

Then-will I ſmear theſe Walls with Blood,. daſh my 

Di:figur'd Face, and rive my clotted Hair, | 

Break onthe Ground my throbbing Breaſt, 

And grovel with gaſh'd Hands tu ſcratch a Grave; 

Stripping my Nails, to tear this Pavement up 

And bury me alivez where L will bite the Ground 
Till gorg'd with ſuſfocating Earth. 

Alm. O diſmal Cruel! heart- breaking Horrour ! 

Oſm. Then Garcia {hall lie panting on thy. Boſom - 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy Charms; 


And. thou perſorce muſt yield, and aid his Tranſport,. - 


Hell, Hel}! have L aot Cauſe to-rage and rave ? 
What are all Racks, and Wheels, and Whips rothus.? 
Are they not ſoothing Softneſs, ſinking Eaſe, 

And watting Airto this?! O my Aimeria, 

What do the Damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 

But knowing Heav'n, to know it loſt tor ever. 


"SF 
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Alm. O, 1 amftruck; thy Words are Bolts of Ice, 
Which ſhot into my Breaft, now mele and chill me. 
I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling Fears. 
No, hold me not——©O, let-us not ſupport, 
But fink each other, lower yet, down, down, 
Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our Eyes, 
But prone, and dumb, ' rot the firm Face of Earth 
With Rivers of inceſſant ſcalding Rain. 


Enter Zara, Perez, and Selin. 


Zara. Somewhat of weight to me, requires his Freedom. 
Dare you diſpute the King's Command ? Behold 
The Royal Signet. 
Perez. I obey ; yet beg . 
Your Majeſty one Moment to defer 
Your entriog, till the Princeſs is return'd, 
From viſiting the Noble Priſoner. [Exit Perez. 
Zara. Ha' X | 
What 1aiſt thou ? 
Oſm. We areloſt / undone / difcover'd / 
Retire, my Life, with ſpeed—— Alas, we're ſeen / 
Speak of Compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak | 
Of interceding for me with the King ; 
Say ſomewhat quickly to conceal our Loves, 


If poſſible . 
Alm, —— I cannot ſpeak. 
O/m. Let me 


Conduct you forth, as not perceiving her. 

But till ſhe's gone; then bleſs me thus again. | 
Zara. Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth / 

Confuſion in his Face, and Grief 1n hers. | 

'Tis plain, I've been abus'd— - Death and Deftruction ? 

How fhall I ſearch into this Myſtery ? 

The blueſt Blatt of Peftilential Air, 

Strike, damp, deaden her Charms, and kill his Eyes ; 

Perdition catch 'em both, and Ruine part 'em. 
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' Oſm. This Charity to one unknown, and ia_, '- 
Diſtreſs, Heav'n will repay ; all Thanks are poor, | 
| ., [Exit Almeris 
Zara. Damn'd, damn'd Diſſembler !- Yet I will be calm, 
Choak in my Rage, and know the utmoſt depth 
Of this Deceiver you ſeem much 1turpriz'd. 

Oſm. At your return ſo ſoon and uncxpetted ! 

Zara. And fo unwiſh'd, unwanted too it ſeems. 
Confuſion! yet I will contain my ſelf. : 
You're grown a Favourite ſince laſt we parted ; 
Perhaps I'm fawcy and Intruding — 

Oſm. —— Madam ! | 
Zara. Idid not know the Princeſs Favourite ; 
Your. Pardon, Sir —— miſtake me not ; you think 

I'm angry : You're deceiv'd. I came to fet 
You free : But ſhall return much better pleas'd, 


| . Tofind you have aa Intereſt ſuperiour 


O/m, You do not come to mock my Mileries? 

Zara. I do. | 

Oſm. I could at this time ſpare your mirth. 

Zara. I know thou coud'ſt, but I'm not often pleas'd, 
And will indulge it now. What mileries? | 
Who would not be thus happily confin'd, 

To be the Care of weeping Majeſty ? | 
To have contending Queens, at the dead of Night 
Forſake their down, to wake with wat'ry Eyes, 
And watch like Tapers o'er your Hours of Reſt. 

O Curſe ! I cannot hold— 

Oſm. Come, 'tis much. 

Zara. Villain! 

Oſm. How, Madam! 

Zara, Thou ſhalt die. 

Oſm. | thank you. | 

Zara. Thou ly'ſ ; for now I kaow for whom thou'dlt live. 

Oſm. Then you may know for whom I'd die. 

Zara Hell : Hell / 


Yet I'll be calm——Dark and unknown Betrayer / 


But 
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But now the Dawn begins, and the ſlow Hand 
Of Fate, is ſtreich'd to draw the Veil; and leave 
The bare, the naked Mxrk of Publick V.ew. 
O/m, You may be ſtill deceiv'd ; 'tis 1n my Power. 
' Zara. Ha! 
Who waus there ? 


Enter Perez. 


As you'll anſwer it, take heed 

This Slave commit no Violence upon 

Himſelf. - T've been decciv'd. e publick Safety 
Requires, he ſhould be more confin'd; and none, 

No not the Princes ſelf, permitted to | 

Confer with him. T'll quit you to the King. 

Vile and ingrate / too late thou ſhalt repent 

The baſe Injuſtice thou haſt done my Love. 

Yes, thou ſhalt know, fpite of thy paſt Diſtreſs, 
And all thoſe Hls, which thou fo long haſt mourn'd; 
Heav'n has no Rage, like love to Hatred turn'd, 
Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman ſcorr'd. | 
[ Exeunt Omnes. 


The End of the Third 4. 
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ACTIV. SCENE I: 
A Room of State. 


Enter Zara, and Selim. 


Zara. + hadſt already rack'd me with thy ſtay ; 
Therefore require me not to ask thee twice: 
Reply ar once toall. What is concluded? _ wet 

Selim. Your Accuſation highly, has iacens'd __..: -: . 
The King, and were alone enough to urge 
The Fate of O/myn.: but to that, freſh News 
Is ſince arrived, of more revolted Troops. 

"Tis certain, Ze; too is fled, and. with him 

(Which breeds Amazement and Diſtraction) ſome 

Who bore high Offices of Weight and Truſt, | 

Both in the State'and Army. This confirms 

The King, in full belief of all you told him, 

Concerning Ofmyn's correſponding with 

The Heads of thoſe who firſt began the Mutiny. 
 Whereire a Warrant tor his Death is ſign'd ; 

And order given for publick Execution. | 

Zara. Ha! haſte thee / fly, prevent his Fate and mine; 
Find out the King, tell him I have of Weight 
More than his Crown, t'umpart 'ere O/myn die. 

Selim. It needs not, for the King will ftrait be here, 
And asto your Revenge, not his own Iat'reſt, 
Pretend to ſacrifice the Life of Oſmyn. - | 
Zara. What ſhall I ſay? Iavent, contrive, adviſe 
Somewhat, to blind the King, and ſave his Life - 

In whom[ live. Spite of my Rage, and Pride. 
I am a Woman, and a Lover ſtill. 

O 'tis more Grict butto ſuppoſe his Death, 
Than fti!l ro meer the Rigour of his Scorn, 


”— Os __—_— 


From * 
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From my Deſpair, my Anger had its fource ; 
When he is dead, I muſt deſpair for ever. 
For ever! that's Deſpair—irt was Diſtruſt 
Before; Diſtruſt will ever be in Love, . 
And Anger in Diſtruſt, both ſhort-liv'd Pains. 
But in Deſpair, and ever-during Death, 
No Term, no Bound, but Infinite of Woe. 
O Torment, but to think! what then to bear ? 
Not to be born—— deviſe the means to ſhun ir, 
Quick; or, by Heav'n, this Dagger drinks thy Blood, - 
Selim, My Lite is yours, nor wiſh I to prelerve it, 
But to ſerve yov. I have already thought. 
Zara. Forgive my Rage; I know thy Love and Truth 
But fay, what's to be done? or when, or how 
-Shall I prevent, or ſtop th' approaching Danger ? 
Selim You muſt {till ſeem moſt reſolute and fix'd 
On Oſmyn's Death ; too quick a Change of Mercy, 
Might breed Suſpicion ot the Cauſe. Adviſe, 
That Execution may be done in private. 
Zara. On whar Pretence? 
Selim. Your own Requeſt's enough. 
However, tor a Colour, tell him, you - 
Have Cauſe to fear his Guards may be corrupted; 
And ſome of them bought off to O/myn's Int'reſt, 
Who at the Place of Execution, will . 
Attempt to force his way for an Eſcape. 
The State of things will countenance all Suſpicions. 
Then offer to the King to have him. ſtrangl'd 
In ſecret, by your Mutes ; and get an Order, 
That none but Mutes may have Admittance to him. 
I can no more, the King is here. Obtain 
This Grant——and Fil acquaint you with the reſt. 


Enter King, Gonſalez, Garcia, Perez. 


King. Bear to the Dungeon, thoſe Rebellious Slaves ; 
Th' ignoble Currs, that yelp to fill the Cry, 


And ſpend their Mouths 1n barking Tyranny. 
: G But 


i F 
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But for their Leaders, Sancho, and Ramirez, 
Let 'em be led away to preleat Death. 
Perez, ſec it perform'd. 
- Gonſ. Migt I preſume ; 
There Execution bettcr were deferr'd, 
Till O/myx dic. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this Conſpiracy. | 
King. Then be it fo. 
Stay, Soldier ; they thall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none return'd of thoſe who follow'd Hel! 2 | 
Gonſ. None, Sir. Some Papers have been ſince diſcover'd, 
In Roderigo's Houſe, who fled with him, 
Which ſeem to intimate, as if A/phonſo, 
Still alive, were arming in Yalextza : 
Which wears indeed this Colour of a Truth ; 
They who are fled have that way bent their courſe. 
Of the ſame Nature, divers Notes have been 
Diſpers'd, r ainuze the People ; whereupon 
Some ready of belief, have rais'd this Rumour : 
That being ſav'd upon the Coaſt of Africk, 
He there diſclos'd himſelf to A/bucacim, 
And by a ſecret Compact made with him, 
Open'd the way to this Invaſion 
While he himſelf, returning to Yalentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this Tumult, 
Zara. Ha! hear'ſt thourthat ? Is Oſmyn then Alphonſo? 
O Heav'n ! a thouſand rhings occur 
To my Remembrance now, that make it plain. 
O certain Death for him, as ſure Deſpair 
For me, if it be known-— — If not, what Hope 
Have I? Yet 'twere the loweſt Baſeneſs, now, 
To yield him up—— No, I will ſtill conceal him, 


* Andtry the Force of yet more Obligations, 


Gon/. 'Tis not impoſſible. Yer, it may be, 
That ſome Impoſtor has nſurp'd his Name. 
Your beauteous Captive Zara, can inform, - 
If ſucha one, ſo 'ſcaping, was receiv'd, 

At any time, in A/bucacim's Court. | 
HR, 8: King. 
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King. Pardon, fair Excellence, this long Neglect; 
An unforeſeen, unwelcome Hour ot Buſineſs, 
Has thruſt between us and our while of Love; 
But wearing now a-pace with ebbing Sand, 
Will quickly waſte and give again the day. 
Zara. You're too ſecure: The Danger is more icaminewy 
Th-n your high Courage-ſufters you to ſee ; 
While O/myn lives, you are not ſate, 
King. His Doom 
Is paſs'd; if you revoke it not, he dies. 
Zara. "Tis well. By what I heard upon your entrance, 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns 
You more. One that. did call himſelf 4/phoy/o, 
Was caſt upon my Coaſt, as is reported; - 
And oft had private Conference with the King ; 
To what Effe@ I knew not then: But that 
Alphonſo, privately departed, juſt 
About the time our Arms embark'd for Spain. 
What I know more, is, That a tripple League 
Of ſtriteſt Friendſhip; was profeſs'd between 
Alphonſo, Heli. and the Traytor Oſmyn. 
King. Publick Report, is ratify'd in this. 
Zara. And Oſmyn's Death requir'd of ſtrong neceſlity. 
King, Give Order ſtrait, that all the Pris'ners die, 
We will our ſelf behold the Execution. 
Zara. Forbear a Moment ; ſomewhat more I have 
Worthy your private Ear, and this your Miniſter. 
King. Let all elſe void the Room. Garcia, give Order 
For doubling all our Guards ; Command that our 
Malitia are in Arms: we will anon 
Ride forth, and view the Order of our Troops. 
| [ Exeunt Garcia, Perez, and Attendants, 
Zara. Tam your Captive, and you've us'd me nobly ; 
"And in return of that, tho' otherwiſe 
Your Enemy ; I have diſcover'd O/myn, * 
His private Practice and Conſpiracy 
Againſt your State : And fully ro diſcharge 
My {clt of what I've undertaken ; now, 
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- I think it fit to tell you that your Guards 5 
Are tainted ; ſome among 'em have refoly'd 
| To reſcue O/myz at the Place of Death. 
. King. Is Treaſon then ſo ncar us as our Guards! 
Zara, Moſt certain; though my Knowledge is not yet - 
So ripe, to point at the particular Mea, 
" King. What's to be done? 
Zara; That too TI will adviſe. 
T have remaining in my Train ſome Mutes, 
A Preſent once trom the Su/rana Queen, 
In the Grand Signior's Court. Thele irom their Infancy 
Are practis'd in the Trade of Death ; and ſhall 
(As there the Cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle 
Ofmyn. 
Gonſ. My Lord, the Queen adviſes well, 
King, What Off ring, or what Recompence remains 
In me, that can be worthy ſo great Services? 
To caſt beneath your Feet the Crown you've fav'd, 
Though on the Head that wears it, were too little; 
Zara. Of that hereafter; but, meantime, 'tis fit 
You order none may have Admittance to 
The Pris'ner, but tuch Meſſengers, as I 
Shall ſend: 
 #irg. Who waits there ? 


Exter Perez. 


On your Life take heed, | 
That only Zara's Mutcs, or ſuch who bring 
Her Warrant, have Admittance to the Moor. 
Zara. They and no other, not the Princeſs ſelf, 
Perez. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey'd. 
King Retire. | | 
Gon/. That Interdition fo particular, 
Pronounc'd with Vehemence againſt the Princeſs, 
Should have more Meaning than appears bare-tac'd, 
The King is blinded by his Love, and heeds _ 
It not, Your Majeſty ſure, might have ſpar'd 


[ Ex, Perez. 


That 
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That laſt reſtraint ; you hardly can ſuſpect 

The Princeſs is Contederate with the Moor. 
Zara. I've heard, her Citarity did once extend 

So far to viſit him, at his requeſt. 
Gonſ. Ha!” 
King. How ? ſhe viſits O/mys / What, my Diwughter ? 
Sel. Madam, take heed ; or you have ruin'd all, 

| Zara. And alter did folicite you, on his 

Behalf | 

King. Never. - You have been miſ-inform'd: 
Zara. Indecd ? Then 'twas a Whiſper ſpread by ſome 
ho wiſh'd it ſo: a common Art in Courts, 

I will retire, and inſtarrly prepare | 

Inſtruction, for my Miniſters of Death, 


[ Exeunt Zara and Selim. 
Gonſ. There's ſomewhat yet of Myſtery in this; 
Her Words and Ations are obſcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and ſometime diſagree ; 
I like it not. | 
Kmmg. What doft thou think, Gonſalee ; 
Are we not much indebted to-this fair one ? 
Gonſ. 1 am alutle flow of Credit, Sir, 
In the Sincerity of Womens Actions. 
Methioks this Lady's Hatred to the Moor, 
Diſquiets her roo much; which makes it ſeem 
*AS it ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
I wiſh her Mutes are meant to be employ'd 
As ſhe pretends— I do it now— Your Guards 
Corrupted ; how? by whom? who told her ſo? 
I'th* Evening Oſmyn was to die ; at Mid-night 
She beg'd the Royal Signet to releaſe him; + 
I'th* Morning he muſt diengain; e're Noon 
H«cr Mutes alone muſt ſtrangle him or he'll 
Eſcipe. This put together, ſuits not well, 
King Yet, that there's Truth in what ſhe has diſcover'd, 
Is mamiieſt from every Circumſtance. 
This Tumult, and the Lords who fled with ZZel;, 
Are Confirmation——That Alphonſo hves, | 
| Agrees , 
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- Agrees expreſly too with her Report. 

* Gox/. Igrantit, Sir, and doubt not, but in Rage 

; Of Jcalouſfiz, ſhe has diſcover'd what 

" Shenow repents. It may be I'm deceiv'd, 

- But why that needleſs Caution of the Princeſs? 

- What if ſhe had ſeen O/my» 2 Though 'twere ſtrange. 
Bur if ſhe had, what was't to her 2 unleſs 

* She fear'd her ſtronger Charms, might cauſe the Moor's 
 Aﬀection to revolt, | | 

King. I thank thee, Friend, 

There's Reaſon in thy Doubt, and T am warn'd. 

But think'ſt thou that my Daughter ſaw this Moor 2 
Gonſ. If Oſmyn be, as Zara has related, 

Alphonſo's Friend ; 'tis not impollible, 

But ſhe might with on his Account to ſee him. 

King. Say'(t thou ? by Heav'n thou halt arous'd a Thought, 
That like a ſudden Earth-quake, ſhakes my Frame ; 
Confuſion! then my Daughter's an Accomplice, 

And plots in Private with ths helliſh Moor. 

Gonſ. That were too hard a Thougt— but ſee ſhe comes. 

*T were not amiſs toqueſtion her a little, 

And try howe'er, it I've divin'd aright. 

Tf what I fear be true, ſhe'll be concern'd 
For O/myn's Death, as he's Alphon/o's Friend. 
Urge that, to try if ſhe'll ſollicite for him. 


Enter Almcria and Leonora, 


King. Your coming has prevented me A/meria ; 
I had determin'd to have ſent for you. 
Let your Attendant be diſmiſs'd ; I have [ Exit Leonorac 
To-ralk with you. Come near, why doſt thou ſhake ? 
" What mean thoſe ſwollen and redfleck'd Eyes, that look 
As they had wept in Blood, and worn the Night 
In waking Anguith ? why this, on the Day 
Which was deſign'd to celebrate thy Nuptials ? 
Bur that the Beams of Light, are to be ſtain'd 
With recking Gore, from Traytors on the Rack : 


Where- 
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Wherefore I have deferr'd the Marriage-Rites, 
Nor ſhall the guilty Horrours of this Day 
Prophane that Jubilee. 
Alm. All Days, to me, 
Henceforth are equal ; this the Day of Death, 
To morrow, and the next, and cach that follows, 
Will undiſtinguiſh'd roll, and but prolong 
One hated Line, of more extended Woe. | 
King. Whence is thy Griet? Give me to know the Caule, 
And look thou anſwer me with Truth ; for know, 
I am not unacquainted with thy Falſhood 
Why art thou mute? baſe and degenerate Maid | 
Gonſ. Dear Madam, -ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the King. 
Alm. What is't to ſpeak?_or wherefore ſhould l ſpeak? 
What means theſe Tears, but Grief unutterable? 
King Yes, Guilt ; they are the dumb Confeſſions of 
Thy guilty Mind; and ſay thou wert Confed'rate 
With damn'd Confpirators, to take my Lite. 
O impious Parricide ! now canſt thou ſpeak ? 
Alm. O Earth, behold, I kneel upon thy Boſom, 
And bend my flowing Eyes, to ſtream upon 
Thy Face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield ; 
Open thy Bowels of Compaſſion, take 
Into thy Womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy Race. Hear me, thou common Parent; 
——[T have no Parent elſe—— be thou a Mother, 
And ſtep between me and. the Curſe of him, 
That was — that was, but is no more a Father. 
But brands my Innocence with horrid Crimes, 
And tor the tender Names of Child and Daughter, 
Now calls me Murderer, and Parricide. 
King. Riſe, I command thee riſe——and if thou would'it 
Acquit thy ſelf of thoſe dereſted Names, 
Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign Dog, 
Now doom'd to die, that moſt accurſed Oſmyn. 
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Alm, Never, but as with Innocence, I. might, 
_ And tree of all bad Purpoſes. So-Heav'ns 
| My Wuneſs 
> Fing Vue equivocating Wretch ! 
With Innocence ? Death and-Perdition, ſhe 
- Conftcſles it. By Heav'n, I'll have him rack'd, 
"Torn, mangl'd, flay'd, impal'd al: Pains and Tortures 
That Wit of Man, and dire Revenge can think, 
- Shall he accumulated under-bcar. 
* Alm. Oh, lam loſt——-there, Fate begins to wound. 
King. Hear me ; then, if thou canſt reply, know, Traitreſs, 
I'm not to learn that curs'd A/phoyſo lives; 
Nor am I ignorant what O/mys 1s | 
Alm. Then all is ended, and we both muſt die, 
Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die. 
And yet al»ne would I have dy'd, Heav'n knows, 
Repeated D-aths, rather than have reveal'd thee, 
'Yes, all my Father's wounding Wrath, tho' each 
Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt Sword, 
And cleaves my Heart; I would have born it all, 
| Nay, all the Pains thar are prepar'd for thee : 
To the remorſeleſs Rack I would have given 
This weak and tender Fleih, to have been bruis'd 
And rorn, rather than have reveal'd thy Being. 
Kizg. Hell, Hell! do I hear this, and yet endure! 
What, dar'ſt thou to my Face avow thy Guilt 2 
Hence, ere I curſe fly my juſt Rage, with ſpeed; 
Leſt 1 forget us both, and ſpura thee from me. 
Alm. And yeta Father! think I am your Child. 
Turn not your Eyes away look on me kneeling ; 
- Now curſe me it you can, now ſpurn me off. 
Did ever Father curſe his kneciung Child ! 
{ Never : For always Blcſſings.crown that Poſture, 
- Nature inclines, and halt- way meets that Duty, 
Stooping to raiſe from Earth the filial Reverence ; 
= For bended Knees, returning folding Arms, . 


— 
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With Prayers and Blefſing, and paternal Love. 
Q hear me then, thus crawling on the Earth—— 
King. Be thou advis'd, and let me go while yet * 
The light Impreſſion thou haſt made, remains. ' 
Aim. No never will L riſe, nor looſe this Hold, 
*Till you-are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 
King. Ha: who may live? take heed, no more of that. 
For on my-Soul he dies, tho* thon, and T, 
And all ſhould follow to partake his Doom. 


, Away, off, let me go, —Call her Attendants. 


Enter Leonora and Attendants. 


Alm. Drag me harrow the Earth with my bare Boſom.. 
T'll not let go, *till you have fpar'd my Husband. | , 
King. Ha! what fay'ſtthou ? Hasband ! Husband! Damnation! 
What Husband ? which ? who? | : 
Alm. He, he is my Husband. 
King. Poyſon and Daggers! who ? 
Alm, O-—— 
Gonſ. Help, ſupport her. - 
Alm, Let me go, let me fall, fink deep- «=1'll dig, 
I'll dig a Grave, and tear up Death; I will; * 
I'll ſcrape 'till I colle&his rotten Bones,” 
And cloath their Nakedneſs with my own Fleſh ; 
Yes, I will ſtrip of Life, and we will change : 


[ Faints, 


' I will be Death; then tho' you kill my Husband, 


He ſhall be mine, till and for ever mine. 
King. What Husband ? who ? whom do'ſt thou mean? 
Gonſ. Alas, ſhe raves! 
Alm. O thatT did, Oſmyn, he is my Husband, 
King. Oſmyn /! 4 6 T 
Alm, Not Oſmyn, but Alphonſo is my Dear, 
And wedded Husband-—Heav'n, and Air, and Seas; 
Ye Winds and Waves, I call ye all to witneſs. 


a *: -: King, 


. 
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King. Wilder than Winds or Waves thy ſelf do'ſt rave; , 
Should I. hear more; I too ſhould-catch thy Madneſs. 
Yet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire Import, 
Which PI not hear, 'cillI am more at peace. | 
Watch her returning Seaſe, and bring me Word: 
And look that the attempt not oa her Life. [ Exit King. 
Alm. O ſtay, yet ſtay, hear me, I am not mad. + 
I would to Heav'n I were—— he's gone ! | 
Gon/. Have Comtort. | 
Alm. Curſt be that Tongue, that bids me be of Comfort ; 
- Curſt my own Tongue, that cou'd-not move his Pity. 
Curſt theſe weak Hands, that cou'd not hold him here ; 
For he is gone to doom Alphoyſo's Death. 
Gonſ. Your too exceſlive Grief, works on your Fancy, - 
| And deludes your Senſe. A4/phoyſo, if living, - 
* Is far from hence, beyond your Father's Power. 
Alm. Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd Flatterer ;. 
Source of my Woes: thou and thy Race be curs'd ; 
But doubly thou, * who could'ſt alone have Policy, 
And Fraud, to find the fatal Secret out, 
And know that Oſmys was Alphonſo. 
Gonſ. Ha! | 
Alm. Why doſt thou ſtart ? what doſt thou ſee, or hear ? 
Was it the doleful Bell, toling-for Death ? 
Or dying Groans.from my Aphonſo's Breaſt ? 
See, ſee, look yonder! where a grizled, pale 
And ghaſtly Head, grates by, all ſmear'd with Blood, 
Gaſping as it would ſpeak : and after it, 
Behold a damp, dead Hand has drop'd a Dagger ; 
Fil catch it—hark ! a Voice cries Murder ! *tis 
My Father's Voice ; hollow it ſounds, and from 
The Tomb it calls——TIlHollow it, for there 
I ſhall again behold my dear 4/phoyſo. | | 
' =_ with Attendants 
Gonſ. She's greatly griev'd ; nor am I lels ſurpriz'd. 
Oſmyn Alphonſo! no; ſhe over-rates | Fe 
| d 
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My Policy, I n&er ſuſpected it : | 

Nor now had known it, but from -her miſtake, 

Her Husband too! Ha! where is Garcia then? 

And where the Crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, 

To grace the Line of my Poſterity? 

Hold, let me think——it I ſhou'd tell the King 

. Thiogs come to this Extremety ? his Daughter 
Wedded already —— what if he ſhould yield ? 

Knowing no Remedy, for what is paſt ; 

And urg'd by Nature pleading for his Child, 

* With which he ſeems to be already ſhaken. 

And tho' I know he hates beyond the Grave 

Anſelmo's Race; yer it——— That if, concludes me. 

To doubt, when I may be aſſur'd, is Folly. 

But how, prevent the Captive Queen, who means 

To fet him free? Ay, now 'tis plain; O well 

Invented Tale / he was Alphonſt's Friend. 

This ſubtle Woman will amuze the King, 

If I delay ——'twill do or better ſo. 

One to my Wiſh, Alonzo, thou art welcom. 


Enter Alonzo. 


Alonzo. The King expects your Lordſhip. 
Gonſ. 'Tis no matter. ' | 
I'm not I'th' Way at Preſent, good Alonzo. E” 
Alonzo. It't pleaſe your Lordſhip, Vil return, and ſay 
I have not ſeen you. | 
Gonſ. 'Do'my beſt Alonzs. | 
Yet ſtay, I would——but go; anon wil ſerve———- 
Yet I have that, requires thy ſpeedy help. 
I-think thou would'ſt not ſtop to do me Service. 
Alonzo. I am your Creature. ' 
Gonſ. Say thou arr my Friend. 
I've ſeen thy Sword do noble Execution. 


Alonzo. All that it can, your Lordſhip ſhall command. 
H 2 


: : ">, 
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Gonſ. 
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Gonſ. Thanks; and I take the at thy Word. "tt Lew 
Among the followers of the Captive Queen, | 
Dumb Men, that make their Meaning known by Signs. 
Alon. 1 have, my Lord, 
Gonſ. Could'ſt thou procure with ſpeed, 
And privacy, the wearing Garb of one 
| Of thoie, tho'-purchas'd by his Death ; $4 giwe 
Thee ſuch Reward, as ſhold exceed thy Wiſh 
Alon. Conclude it done. Where ſhall I wait your IÞrdſhip ? 
Gonſ. At my Appartment. Uſe thy utmoſt 4 Fe ; 


Away, I've not been ſeen——haſte good 4/onzo. it Alonzo. 
So, this can hardly fail. A/phonſo ſlain, 
The greateſt Obſtacle is then remov'd. 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed ; 
And I.yet fix the Crown on Earcia's Head. ra 
xit. 


The End. of the Fourth AR 


ACT 


The Mourning Bride: 


ACTYV. SCENE [- 
A Room of State. 


Enter King, Perez, and Alonzo. 


Xing. N, TOT tobe found? in an ill hour he's abſent. 
None, fay you, none? what not the Fav'rite Eunuch 2 
' Nor ſhe her ſelf, nor any of her Mutes ; 
Have yet required admittance ? 
Perez, None my Lord. 
King. Is Oſmyn ſo diſpos'd, as I commanded ? 
Perez, Faſt bound in double chains, and at full. length 
He lies ſupine on earth; as eaſily 
She might remove the fix'd foundation, as 
Ualock the rivets of his bonds. 
King. 'Tis well. 
| [ 4 Mute appears, and ſeeing the King retires. . 
Ha! ſeize that Mute; Aloxzo, tollow him. [ Ex. Alonzo. - 
Entring he met my Eyes, and ſtarted back, 
Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his Boſom, 
As to conceal th* Importance of his Errand. 
| | [Alonzo re-enters with a Paper. 
. Alonz, O bloody Proof, of obſtinate Fidelity ! 
 #ing, What doſt thou mean? 
Alonz. Soon as I ſeiz'd the Man, . 
He ſnatch'd from out his Boſom this——and ſtrove 
With raſh and greedy haſte, at once tocram 
The Morſel down his throat. I catch'd his Arm, 
And hardly wrench'd his Hand to wring it from him; 
Which done, he drew a Ponyard frqm his ſide, 
And onthe Inſtant, plung'd it in his Breaſt. 
King. Remove the Body thence, 'ere Zaraſce it, - 
= Alon * 
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- dAloxz Fll be ſo bold to borrow his Attire; > 
+ *Twill quit me of my Promiſe to Gox/alez. | [Exit. 
| Per. Whateritis the King's Complexion turns: 
King. How's this ? my mortal Foe beneath my Roof / 
*þ EY | [ Having read the Letter. 
© O, give mePatience, all ye Powers/ no, rather, 
| Give me Rage, Rage, implacable Revenge, 
And trebled Fury—— Ha! who's there ? 
Perez, My Lord. | 
King, Hence,” Slave, how dar'ſt thou bide, to watch and pry 

Into how poor and mean a thing, a King deſcends; 

- How like thy ſelf when Paſſion treads him down ? 
F Ha/ ſtirnor, on thy Life : For thou wert fix'd, 
Andplanted here to ſee me gorge this Bair, 
And laſh againſt the Heok—— by Heav'n you're all 
* Rank Traytors; thou art with the-reſt combin'd ; 
Thou knew'ſt that O/myn was 4/phonſo, knew'ſt 
My Daughter privately conferr'd with him, _ 
' And wert the Spy and Pander to their Mecting. 

* Perez. Byall that's holy, I'm amaz'd—— 

King. Tou lyeſt. 

Thou art Accomplice too much with Zara ; here 
. Where ſhe ſets down — /+4 wil 7 ſer thee free=— | Reading. 

That ſomewhere is repeated—— 7 have power 
| Oer them that are thy Guards —— Mark that thou Traytor. 
Perez. It was your Majeſty's Command, } ſhould 
} Obey her Order — 
| Ming, reading. And flill will I ſet © 
Thee free, Alphonſo —— Hell /. curs'd, curs'd Alphonſo / 
Falſe perfidious Zara! Strumpet Daughter / 
Away bepon thou feeble Boy, fond Love, 
All Nature, Soitneis, Pity and Compaſſion, 
This hour I throw ye off, and entertain ' 
Fell hate, within my breaſt, Revenge and Gall 
By Heav'a I'll meer, and counter work this Treachery. 
- Hark thee, Villain, Traitor——anſwer me Slave. 

Perez My Service has not merited thoſe Titles. 


# Ing. 
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King. Dar'ſt thou reply? Take that—thy Service? thine? 

: | & [ Strikes him. 
What's thy. whole Life, thy Soul, thy All, to my 
One moment's Eaſe? Hear my Command ; and look 
That thou obey, . or Horrour on thy Head. 
Drench me thy Digger in 4/phonſo's Heart, 
Why doſt thou ſtart ? Reſolve to do'r, or clle—— 

Perez, My Lord, I will. | ls | 

King. 'Tis well-—— that when ſhe comes to ſet him free, 
His Teeth may grin, and mock at her Remorſe, 

. | [Perez going, _ 

—Stay thee——T've farther thought- -— Vl add to this, 
And give her Eyes yet grater Diſappointment, 
When thou haſt ended him, bring me his Robe; 
And let the Cell whete ſhe'll expe to ſee him, 
Be dark'ned, ſo as to amuze the Sight. . 
I'll be conducted thither— 
But ſee ſhe comes ; I'll ſhun th' Encounter ; do | 
- Thou follow, and give heed to my Direction, [ Exeunt, 


Enter Zara, - and Selim. 2 
Zara, The Mute not yet return'd / *tis firange. Ha / 'twas 
The King that parted hence; frowning he went ; | 
His Eyes like Meteors rollV'd, then darted down 
Their red and angry Beams ; as if his Sight 
Would, like the raging Dog-ſtar, ſcorch the Earth, 
And kindle Ruine in its Courſe. Think'ſt thou 
. He ſaw me not ? 
Sel. He did: But then as if 
His his Eyes had err'd, he haſtily recall'd 
Th'-imperte&t Look, and ſternly turn'd away. _. 
Zara. Shun me when ſeen ! I fear thou haſt undone me: 
Thy ſhallow Artifice begets Suſpicion, 
And, like a Cobweb-Veil, but thinly ſhades. 
The Face of thy Deſign; alone diſguiſing, 
What 
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; What ſhould have ncer been ſeen; imperfe&t Miſchief ! 
} Thou like the Adder, ' venomous and deaf, | 
- Haſt lung rhe Traveller; and, after, hear'ſt 
| . Not his purſuing Voice : ev'a whete thou think'ſt 
To hide, the raſtiing Leaves, and bended Graſs 
Canſeſs, and point the Path which thou haſt crept. 
. OFate of Fools! officious in Contriving ; 
| In executing, puzzled, lame and loſt. 
| Sel. Avert iz, Heav'n, that you ſhould ever ſuffer 
For my Defect; or that the Means which I - 
Devis'd to ſerve, ſhould ruine your Deſign! 
Preſcience is Heav'ns alone, not giv'n to Man. 
{ If have fail'd in what, as being a Man, 
\ I needs muit fail ; impute not as a Crime, 
| ' My Nature's want ; but puniſh Nature in me: 
+ TI plead not for a. Pardon, and toliye, 
F. But to be puniſh'd and forgivea, Here, ſtrike ; 
| I bare my Breaſt to mect your juſt Revenge. ; 
F - Zara. Ihave not leiſure, now, totake fo poor 
A Forſeit as thy Life: Somewhat of high 
And more important Fate, requires my Thought. 
When I've concluded on my ſelf, if I 
Thiok fit, I'll leave thee my Command to die. 
Regard me well ; and dare not to reply 
{ To whatl give in Charge : for I'm reſolv'd. 
| Inſtruct the-two remaining Mutes, that they 
{ Attend me inſtantly, with each a Bowl : 
" Of thoſe Ingredients mix'd, as will with ſpeed 
f Benumn the living Faculties, and give 
Moſt eafie and inevitable Death. 
Yes, Oſmyn, yes; be Ofmys or Alphoxſo, 
| .F'll give thee Freedom, it thou dart be tree: 
Such Liberty as I embrace my ſelf, 
{ Thou ſhalt partake. Since Fates no more afford ; 
| Icanbur die with thee to keep my Word, - [| Excunt. . 
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Scen changes to-the Priſon. 


Enter Gonſalez, diſzuis'd like a Mute, 
with a Dagger. © 


Gonſ. Nor Centinel, nor Guard! the Doors. unbarr'd ! 

- And all as flill; as the Noon of Night! * 

Sure Death already has been buſic here. 

There lies tny way, that Door is too unlock'd, 
| [ Looks in, 

Ha! ſure he ſleeps ——all's dark within, fave what 

A Lamp. that feebly lifts a_fickly Flame, - - 

By fits reveals- -— his Face ſeems turn'd to favour 

Th' Attempt : I'll ſteal, and do it unperceiv'd. 

What Noiſe ! ſome body coming ? *ft, Alowzo ? 

No body ? ſure he'tl wait without—4 would 

'Twere done —T'll crawl and ſting him to the Heart; 

Then caſt my Skin, . and leave it there to anſwer it. 


[Goes A, 
Enter Garcia and Alonzo. 


Gar. Where? where? 4/ouz0, where's my Father? where 
The-King? Confuſion, all is on, the Rout ! Do 
All's loſt, *all ruin'd by:Surprize and wares 
Where, where is he? Why doft-thou thus mi me? 

Alonz. My Lord, heenter'd, but a moment fince, 

And cpyld not paſs meunperceiv'd——what, hoa 
'My Lord, my Eord, what, hoa? My Lord Gonſalez ! 


I Enter 


4%. uti ; prod Ef auds a 
E vg98- The Mourning Dride. 
| Enter Gonſalez, Aleady: 


Goy/. Perdition choak your Clamours— whence this Rudeneſs 2 
Garcza / | IH NE. 1c) __— 
Gar. Perdition, Slavery, and Death, 
Are emring now our Doors, Where is the King ? 
What means this Blood ? And why this Face of-Horrour ? 
Gonſ. No matter —give-me firſt-to know. the Cauſe 
Of theſe your raſh and ill-tim'd Exclamations.: . 
Gar. The Eaſtern Gate is to the Foe betray'd, « 
Who but for heaps of Slain, that choak the Paſſage, 
Had enter'd long 'ere now, and. born down all 
Before 'em, to the Palace Walls, Unleſs 
The King in Perſon animate our Men, 
' Granada's loſt ; and to confirm this Fear, 
The Traytor Perez, and the Captive Moor, 
Are though a Poſtern fled, and join the Foe. 
Gonſ. Would all were falſe as that ; for. whom you eall 
The Moor, is dead. . That Oſ#»yn was A/phouſo:; 
Jn whoſe Hearts Blood this Pony ard yet is warm. 
Gar. Impollible; for Oſmyn flying, was 
Proclaim'd aloud by Perez, tor..4iphon/o... 
Gonſ. Enter that Chamber, and convince your Eyes, 
How mueh Report has wxong'd your caſic Faith. | 
EH: 9811 0 2 153 nc));no (GMincnmsie. 
Alonz. My Lord, for eertain truth, >Perez is fled;”- - 
And has declar'd the Cauſe of his Revole, - . | .. .. 
Was to Revenge a Blow the King had givin him,  - 
Gar. returning. Ruine and Horrour ! Q heart-wounding ſight ! 
Gonſ. What ſays, .my Son 2 what Raine ?, ha ?, what Horrour ? 
Gar. Blaſted my Eyes, and ſpeechlels be my Tonghe, © 
Rather than or to ſee, or torelate - 
This Deed—— O dire Miſtake! O fatal Blow! 


The King— 
.., Conſ. 
| = ; The King, 


Gar 


o 
R . 
——  —  — — 

Dy rs ns. D ——— 


The Monrning Bride) FED $97 


Gar. Dead, welt'ring; drown'd in Blood. : 
See, ſee, attir'd like O/aryn, where. he lics. 
grip tl 0 [They go in, 
O whence, or how, or-wherefore was this done ? 
But what imports the Manner, or the Cauſe? 
Nothing remains to do, 'or:to require, 

But that weall ſhould turn.eur Swords; #gainſt 
Our ſelves, aad expiate with our owrhis Blood. 

Gonſ. O Wretch! O cursd; 'and raſh, and deluded-Fool ! 
On me, on me, turn your avenging Sword. 

I who have ſpilt my Royal Maſter's Blood, 
Should make atonement by a Death as horrid ; 
And fall beneath the Hand of my own Son. 

Gar. Ha/ what? atone'this Murther with-a-greater ? 
The Horrour ofthat Thought, 'has damp'd my Rage. 
The Earth already groans £o-bear this Deed ; 

Qppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her Face 

With more annatural Blood.. Murder my Father / 
Better with this ro rip.upany'own'Bowels, 

And bathe it to the Hik;, ia tar leſs damnable 

SelkE Murder. 

Gonſ. O my Son, from the. blind Dotage 

Of a Father's Fondnelſs, theſe Ills aroſe ; 

For thee I've been ambitious, baſe, and bloody : 

For thee I've plung'd into this, Sea of Sing 

Stemming the Tide,- with one weak Hand, and bearing 
With the other, the Crown, to wreath thy Brow, 
Whoſe weight has ſynk-me 'ere 1 reach'd the Shore. 

Gar. Fatal Ambition / ,Hark / the Foc'is enter'd ; | 
| [ Shouz; 
.The ſhrilneſs of that, Shout ſpeaks 'em at hand.- 0 
We-have no time to ſearch into the Cauſe 
Of this ſurprizing and moſt fatal Errour. * 

What's to be done? the King's Death known, will ſtrike | 

The few remaining Soldiers with Deſpair, 

And make 'em yield to Mercy of the Conquerour, * 
—_ * "2 Alonz. 
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© Aloxz,, My Lord, T've thought how to conceal the Body z 
| _ me not to tell the Means, till. done 


ou forbid ; what then you may approve. [ Goes in 
Goof They ſhoue again} Whate'er he means to-do | Shout. 


f- *Twere fit the Soldiers were amvz'd; mean time, 


With-Hopes, and fed with Expectation of . 

The King's immediate Preſence at their Head, 
Gar. Where it a Triith, ' fear 'tis now too late. 

But I'il omit no Care, 'nop Haſte; and: ery. 

Or to repell their Force, or bravely die- 


Gox/. What haſt thou done, Abies: 

Alonz. Such a Deed,” 32 
As but an hour ago, |l'& not have done; 
Tho' for the Crown 6f Univerfal:Empite:- | 
But what are Kings reduc'd to common Clay ?. - -/ 
Or who can wound the Dead ?——I've from the Bog, | 
Sever'd the Head ; and in-a Corner of-. | yy 
The Room, diſpos'd it muffled it the Myne's + 61147 253296 
Attire; leaving alone to'View; thebloody: | ! 2 01 0 16/6 6. 
And undiſtioguiſhable Trunk: nol, 4g? Mat 
Which may be {till miſtaken-by the Guards, i 10 V1 
For O/myn, it in ſeeking for thie King, IOENO' @ 151184 & 1 
They chance to find-it. + 2197s =" 11 2942 10/1 

Goxſ. "Twas an At of Honour ci 141 UI 0 geiblq 2v 19241 201 
And of a-picee with this Day's dies Miſdoods, Sel THLEts 
* But 'tis not yet the timeto ponder, or © + + <1 rat HF 
Repent. Hafte thee, 4/o»zo, henee, with ques, TEL RT? 
To aid my Son. Ill follow with the faſt £3 Wai 
Reſerve, to re-inforce bis Arms : at leaſt 
{ I ſhall make good, and ſhelter his Retreat. 


[ Exit. 


The Matvning Bride! 


"Bros Zara, follow od 3Y/Sellm "add Fon Miter 


| bearhng; the Bowls," 


Zara. Silence REN Solitude are ev'r [where ! 
_ Thro' all the Gloomy Ways, agd! | 
That hither lead, not Hime Face br Ts ; 
Is ſeen, or heard. A dftadift Dirr Vas, Wone © 
To great the Senſe, when entrer} here ; from Groans, 


And Howls of Slaves conderny'd; "Tram © ink of £290 - 


And Craſh the ruſty Bars, and rvety 


E 
And ever and-anvn; the Siptit: was dt Gael Fr 


With frighttul Faces, and the er Rk - . wn 


Of grim and gaſhly Executione 

Yet, more, this Rdrio+ winer-aich Soul. 
Than did that Scene-of com licated Horrors. 
It may be, that the Cauſe; Wks of 
My Errand, being Fnang.d from nds Fol 

Has alſo wrought this" © 

Or does my Heart bode, more ? what can it more 
ThanDetth?—— 

Let 'em ſet down the Bowls, and" watt 47 Wes, 
That lam here——fo,. You retun and! "fine 


The King ; tell him, mm the vir, 1 Ive al 


And wait his comin 


With haggar'd Eyes? W Hed #6 your, Artns x-crols 
Your heavy and F Heads hung down? 
Why is't you moret in theſe ſad.Signs ? 


Give me more awple Knovieag of this MIRPOR: 


31281” "£1 TY 77 ap? 
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Ring Change MT etnpes: Om 


OR go in, 


Hi wh [Exit Selicms 
What have you ſeen? Hi, (edt far you thug,... . 
Mutes retury and. Took YE 
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They go to the Scene which opens and 
ſhews the Body. 


Ha! proſtrate! bloody! headleſs ! O- ſtart Eyes 
Split Heart, burlt ey'ry- Ve, at.this dire Qbjc: 
At once diſſolve and flow ;. meet Blood with Blood ; 
- Daſh your encountering: fray with mutual Violence, 
'Till Surges roll, and foaming Billows riſe, * 
And curl their Crin{{ Ho Heads, to aa the Clouds ! 

Rain, rain ye Stars, {| om your burni eee 
Precipitated Fires, and pour in hee, = 
The blazing Torrent on the Tyrant's Head; 
Scorch and conſume the curf perfidiqus A... 


" Buter Slim. , 


Selim: I've ag in vain, the.Kiog | is no where. to. - 
Be found | Pr 
Zara. Get thee to Hell,” and ſeek him there. [Stads. dies 
His helliſh Rage had wanted Means to 
But for thy fatal and pernicious Coubſel. 
Sel. You thought _ bettct thet——but I'm rewarded. * 
The Mute you (em, ſome Miſchance was ſcen, | 
And forc'd. to yield your Letter with his Liſe: 
T found the dead and bleody Body ſtrip'd, — 
My.Tongue onters, and my Voic efails— 
Driak not the byſon-—for UE 
Zara. As thou art fi OW——r>A Le RA 
*Tis not that he is dead; or” Tas deck EY 
We both ſhould die:* "Nor | it that] furvive;........ 
I havea Remedy for thar, **But Oh, * E 
He dy'd unknowing in my Heart. 
He knew I lov'd, but knew not to what height : 
Nor that I meant to fall before his Eyes, 


UP i 


A Mar- 


KL © : 
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A Martyr aod a victim to my we 
" Inſenſible of this laſt Proof Fs gone. 
Yet Fate, alone canrob his wc + Part bi 
Of Senſe: His Soul ſtill ſees, and knows each Purpoſe, 
And fix'd event of Ty perfi ſting Faith, © 
Then, wherefore do I paufe ?——give me the Bowl. | 
[ 4 Mute kneels and gives one of the Bowls. 
Hover a Moment, yet, thou gentle Spirit, 
 Soul-of my Love and I will wait thy flight. 
This, to out®*mutual Mifs when joynd-above.  - ** [Drinks, 
O friendly Draught, already in my Heart"! Saas 
Cold, cold ; my Veins are Icicles and Froft; 
P11 creep ioto his Boſom, lay me there ; 
Cover us cloſe——orl ſhall chilt his Breaſt, | 
And fright him from my Arms—— ſev} he Nides © 
Still further from me ; Took he hides his Face, Aion 
I cangot feel it—quite beyond my 'reack, 


O now he's gone, and all is dark [Dies 
1796 Metes hneel and mourn over her. 


| Enter Almeria and Leonora. 


Alm. O let me ſeek him in this hortid Cell; 
For in the Tomb or Priſon, I alone 
Muſt hope to find him. 
Leon. Heav'ns! what difemi Stene' 
Of Death, is this? The Selim In 
_ .. 41m. Shew me for I am come'in ſearch' of ban” | 
But want a Guide: for Tears have dim'd my Sight. | 
Leon. Alas, alittle farther, and behold 
Zara all pale anddeead / two frightful ML | 
Who ſeem the Murderers, "Hine ws 6 $196; A drank 
Feeling Remorſe too late, for what ping ve ok "eo 
But O forbear— lift up your Eyes no more; - 2s. $9. 
But haſte away, fly from this Fatal Place, | | 
Where Miſerics are multiply'd ; return 


If 


And 


- 
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Pot coron; 5p har; ef 1 
Will'tab the Sight, and mz Hy ugg Eyes WE EE® 3 Lu Se 
pes - Alm. O foreſee that nk 10 in. my Mind. . ohm: 

© Is it ar lack theo 402. Is be then: Jead? | -Y 
- What ded9 at laſt, quite, quite, for ever I AO 
There. theye | lee him; there he'lies, the Blood . is 
I SIS from his Woynds—— O. more than ay ps fo 
= Had they or Hearts, or Eyes,. that did-this Deed 2. 


w ey ' 


KF . Could Eyes endure to guide ſuch-cruel Hands/ r 14H 
 - By gat my Eyes guilty alike with thei gr + | 
b, hat thus can gaze, 5 yet nat: COD levees | Few: 5 l 

| y s 


——1[ do not weep! The: rig af Tears Jr 4d. apt + 
And of a ſuddain [: am Ha Sh0gs i ww Yds | 
All things were well : Cera 4ag 8 Hushand' s murger'd! POETS | 
Yes, yes, I kyow to mours; I'llfluce this Heart, , | 
The Source of Wor, anf kt. the Torrcor 4 | | 
—— Thoſe Mea have left. tp weep agg Jonk oo ie _ 

_F hope they murder all on a ery, | 

-Beliold me well; yayr bloody Hands) 9: errd 
And wrongfully have put to Death thoſe Innocents : | 
I am the Sacrifice bo bleeds, 1 
And come prepar'd t to yield my _— Sg ſhake ik 
Their Heads in Sign gf Grist and Inogc þ 


le pon j# bps Biwl on the Ground. | 
And int / what mean they ; Ha! a Cyp, O-well ©; q 
rſtand what Medicine ye OO mga OY bg $$ I! 
O noble Thirſt! an 38 00 816 19... Ir 6k 110. We). 
Drink all-rry{Xi0f; cnather ght of the. hw K 


Ha / point a aft 2 *tis there, and L 
O thabls the liber SER, h pt 


I i” > _ my Bag 


For _— w_ rol upon my Knees —forbear — e568 1 nab 
Alm. With Thee, the ing Tor Jowld beg in vain; | 
Secſt thou not there, who proſtrate lies 
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And pleads agaioſk thee? who ſhall then prevail? ' * 3) 3 

Yet 1 will take a cold and-patti Leave, TINO * 's 4J1- 9K8 Pg Gs, 7 

From his pale Lips; I'l]-kiſs him &er F Qrigk,. 2 9 
| Leſt the rank Juice;ſhould bliſter on my Mouth; > IVF 22 8 


And ſtain the Colour of thy taft Adiey,* 1 77 i 197 7 Ge 
Horrour! a headleſs Trunk! nor Lips nr-Fdee, © 


[ Coming- nearer the Body, tarts and lets fall the Cu: 
| But ſpouting Veins, and:maogled Bleſh! «©; O.' ul br 5b 


» «s us 
. 
Y n 1 0 of © 


| 1,» Enter Alphonſo, Heli, Pertz,' with Garcia Priſoner. 
i _ , AY! Guards and Attendants. oe | is is - 

Alpb. Away, ſtand oft; 'where is ſhe 7 Tet me =: Robe 
Save - from Death,” and fadteh her to/ A. O 
| Alm. Oh-— SKI OD 15M: Q87UAL SS 1: 

Alph. Forbear ; my Arms alone ſhall hold her up. | 

Warm her to Life; 'and wake' her into Gladnebs. Ou CO TCLS 
O let metalk to thy reviving Senſes, 
The Words of Joy and Peacey” Wiirra thy cold Beauties | 
With the new-fluſhing Ardovr of my Cheek ;* 157 i © 
Into thy Lips, pour the 'fofttriekling Belm' | 
| Of cordial Sighs; and rezinfpitethyBsfom 
F- Withthe Breath of Love. Shine, awake, Almeria, 
| Give a new Birth to thy long-thaded Eyes, 
+ 'Then double on the Day refle&ed Light. | 
1 Alm, Where am I? Heav'n ! what does this Dream intend ? y 
/; Alph. O may'ſt-thou never dream of leſs Delight ; - on 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial Joys. po 
| Alm. Giv'n me again from Death ! O all ye Powers 
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